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MISTAKEN 


I’m out at a corner bar, drinking beer, shooting darts and trying to get laid—my typical 
Saturday night since getting out of jail. Some blonde has her eyes on me but I’m more 
interested in her foxy black hair friend who’s more my type and also smiling at me. After 
winning my match, | get brave and head over to say hi. 


“Hey ladies, having fun? Can | buy you a drink?” | really can’t afford it but it’s expected. 


“Sure, we’re both having martinis, dry, mine with extra olive.” The blonde offers. “I’m Nicole, 
and this is my friend Christine.” 


si a) ee 


“Mark Haddock, we already know. I’m pre-law at the University of Chicago. I’ve been 
following you since the Jefferson trial. You killed it, but now the dark side of politics?” 


| have no clue who she’s talking about. “Let me hit up the mens room and grab those drinks 
ladies.” 


In the men’s room | pull out my phone and google Mark Haddock. A ton of pics appear and 
I’m sitting on the toilet in shock. No wonder they think I’m him, except for lacking a beard, 
he’s my double. He was a practicing attorney in New York, now Manhattan District Attorney. 
If being Mark Haddock will get me laid, I’m Mark Haddock. Besides, | had a few years of 
pre-law before | found a better, illegal way to make money. | can speak legalese. | finish 
quickly, check my appearance and get my new friends their drinks. 


| invited home with both of them and have the best sex ever. | need to thank Mark for it. The 
next morning I’m waking up, having coffee and googling ‘Mark Haddock’ and being 
overwhelmed by information. His campaign website, Instagram, and Facebook are full of 
detailed information. Other than his trimmed beard and tattoos on his chest and arms, we’re 
identical. 


At the gym, | mention my resemblance to my trainer Tyler, who’s had his run-ins with the law 
and he’s in shocked. After that, | forget about it completely. | still have Christine’s phone 
number and address and would love to fuck her alone but she’d eventually figure out I’m not 
Mark. I’m not certain if there’s a law for illegal impersonation but | can’t risk more jail time. 


A week later my phone rings with an unfamiliar area code. 
“Hello? This is Mike.” | answer hesitantly, thinking it’s spam. 
“Mike Johnson?” A real person asks. 

“Yes, who’s this?” 


“Mike, my name to Tony Caputo we have a common acquaintance, Tyler Cooper.” 
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“Yeah, Tyler is my trainer, friend from Total Fitness. What can | do for you?” 

“Tyler is my nephew. Could you FaceTime with me?” 

“Ah sure.” A second later, we’re FaceTiming each other. 

“Wow, amazing, simply amazing.” He’s in awe. “Tyler was right. How tall are you?” 
“Six foot two.” 

“Birthday?” 

“February 12st, 1987.” 

“You were adopted right?” 

“Yeah, when | was 4 years old. My mother overdosed, that’s all | Know.” 


“Got time for a trip to New York City? All paid for by me of course. | have a proposition for 
you.” 


“Is this about that District Attorney, Mark Haddock?” 


“Exactly. I’ll have Marie, my secretary make the arrangements.” 
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FIRST CLASS 


Two days later I’m picked up by a limo, driven to O’Hare and flown to East Hampton Airport 
on a private Gulfstream 650. I’m picked up by another limo and driven to an estate in the 
Hamptons on the coast. I’m greeted by a well dress Tony Caputo grinning from ear to ear. 


“Mike, welcome, mi casa, su casa. I’m so glad you’re here.” He places his arms around me 
and leads me into his mansion. The driver grabs my bag and follows us in. 


The home is massive with marble floors, a two story foyer with a sweeping staircase. Tony 
takes me straight through, back to the rear where there’s a huge sun room with indoor pool. 
Beyond that is the Atlantic Ocean. He hands me a mug of foamy beer. 


“It’s Corona with a lime. Right?” He questions. 
“Wow, you’ve done your homework.” 


“| always do, never take chances. | have a file on you even.” He picks up a folder from the 
wicker sofa and drops it onto the dining table. 


| grab it and can’t believe it. It’s a half inch thick, full of pictures of me growing up, my 
education, arrest record and adoption papers which I’ve never seen. “I’ve never seen my 
adoption papers, just assumed they were lost.” 


“Now look at this one.” He drops a second thicker folder on the table. “This will be of great 
interest and the reason you’re here.” 


The first page is a large pic of me with shorter hair and neatly trimmed beard. ‘Mark 
Haddock’ is stenciled on the folder. “I still can’t get over the resemblance. Is that why I’m 
here?” 


“Exactly. Look at his birthday.” 
“Same as mine. He’s my twin brother?” | ask. 


“We’re certain he’s your twin brother. He was adopted a few weeks after you, by a family 
just down the road actually. I’ve been ‘friends’ with the family for decades. ‘Little Marky’ is 
friends with my son Todd, they both attended high school and Yale together. Todd will be 
joining us for dinner tonight. Here’s where | need to ask a favor.” 


“What is that?” 
“| want you to impersonate Mark for dinner, see if you can fool him.” 


| laugh at him. “Sure, | can pretend | went to Yale, passed the bar and I’m the Manhattan 
District Attorney, sure, no problem. Piece of cake.” 


“It will be. They haven’t talked in a year and I'll help.” 
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“Il look like a bum. My beard is scaggly, hair isn’t trimmed at all and | know nothing about 
their friendship.” 


“They aren’t friends at all and don’t worry about your beard and hair. | have a girl coming in 
to clean you up. There’s even a suit, shirt and ties in your room that came from Mark’s dry 
cleaner.” 


“As long as he won't try to kill me, I’m in.” | like the thought of fooling Tony’s son. It sounds 
like a fun role play. 


“Great, let’s eat and then get your prepped for the game.” Tony claps in joy. 


I’m not sure what I’m getting myself into but | do need a haircut and it could be fun to see 
how far | can get impersonating Mark with someone who knows him. Maybe ‘Mark’ can fuck 
Christine again when he gets back to Chicago | think to myself. We finish lunch and Tony 
leads me up to my bedroom. In the bathroom there’s a young girl set up with a chair and a 
counter full of clippers, scissors and bottles. 


“Oh Mr. Haddock, when Tony said he needed a huge favor, | didn’t realize it was for you.” 
She gushes. 


Tony jumps in. “Yeah Michelle, Mark has been traveling and we can’t let him get back to 
New York looking like that can we? He needs the full treatment.” 


“Of course not Mr. Caputo. I’m glad to help out. Any preferences? I’ll can tidy up your beard, 
taper the sides and keep it a little longer on top? Take care of those eyebrows too, anda 
deep facial cleaning. Sounds good?” 


“Here, these will help Michelle.” Tony offers a few photos of Mark. 
“Oh | didn’t know you had those Tony.” I’m puzzled. 


“Lisa took them when you were at the club weeks ago. | don’t Know what she was going for, 
but they can’t be used for the campaign for sure.” 


“Definitely not, I’m stuffing my mouth. These are awful but that’s how | like my hair. I’ll have 
to thank Lisa for saving my scalp and you Michelle, for fixing it.” | play along. 


Tony heads downstairs while Michelle works from the pics to give me Mark’s professional 


. hair style. She also trims my beard and eyebrow, then 
—=— 





gives me a facial massage. It takes over an hour to 
clean me up.When she’s finished, I’m the spitting 
image of Mark Haddock, Manhattan District Attorney. 






She packs up and leaves after a $30 tip but Tony had 
already taken care of all of it. | start unpacking my 
_ luggage, think of taking a shower, then remember 

¥4 Tony mentioning some clothes. In the closet, | find a 
gray suit, dress shirts, ties, dress shoes and other 


clothes. On the counter in the closet, are number of 
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watches, some Creed Aventus cologne and hair creme. 


| jump in the shower and start primping for dinner with my old buddy Todd. | haven’t worn a 
suit since my cousin’s wedding 15 years ago, so | definitely want to get dressed up. The 
gray suit catches my attention. | pull the suit jacket off the hanger and pull it on. It’s a great 
fit and inside is a Tom Ford label and ‘Mark Haddock’ stitched under it. Are these’s Mark’s 
clothes? There’s even socks and underwear sitting on top of new shoes. 


| step into some blue boxers then sit down on a nearby bench and 
pull on some soft black gold toe socks. The pants are lined inside 
and cuffed. | pull them on and add the black belt. As | pull on the 
shirt, | notice that the cuff is monogrammed with ‘MRH’. There’s 
half a dozen ties to choose from but | stick with a basic black tie. 
Another first for me is a pocket square that | tuck in my suit breast 
pocket. | step into a pair of Tom Ford buckle shoes, then step 
back and look in amazement. | smile and adjust my shirt sleeves 
in my cuffs. | grab a heavy gold watch and slip it on my wrist. It 
says ‘Rolex’ but is probably a knock off like you see in any major 
city. | look just like Mark Haddock based on the pics I’ve seen of 
him. 
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BEST FRIEND 


I’m about to walk down the grand staircase as Tony is heading up them. 
“Wow, you look great. A haircut, custom suit and you’re Mark Haddock.” 


“Yeah, it’s an amazing suit. | haven’t owned a suit in decades. Is it really his’?” 


39) 


“Yes, direct from his dry cleaner, on ‘loan’.” Tony chuckles. “He won’t miss it. There’s only 
one thing you’re missing that defines Mark Haddock. Follow me.” He orders and | obey. 


He takes me to the far end of the hall to what must be Todd’s bedroom. It’s full of posters, 
awards, Yale pendants and a lot of old electronics. Tony heads to a jewelry box on the 
dresser and starts digging through it. 


“Ah ha! | knew it had to be here.” He pulls out a ring box and opens it in front of my face. It’s 
a white gold Yale class ring. “Mark is definitely a “Yalie’. lve never seen him without his ring. 
| wasted $1500 on one for Todd that he never wore, not once.” 


| take it out of the box and slip it on. It’s a little snug but fits. “Wow, I’m a Yale Alumni.” | 
joke. 


“Todd would notice if ‘Mark’ wasn’t wearing his. It was a gift from his father, just before his 
death and he never takes it off.” 


| turn towards the mirror on the back of the door and check myself out. “! wonder if | can 
pull this off.” 


“We’re about to find out with someone that has known Mark for 30 years, since 
kindergarten. They haven’t spoken in over a year though, ever since you fucked his wife 
Rachelle, she moved in with you and divorced him.” 


“Oh great, does he have a gun?” 


“No but he could strangle you. He’s no longer a friend of your’s, to put it mildly. He’s the one 
who talked you into getting into politics. God, listen to me, referring to you as Mark.” 


“No problem, | don’t recognize myself like this.” | only see Mark Haddock as | continue to 
admire my image in the mirror. 


We head back downstairs to a more informal family room with a huge fireplace and bar. He 
pours me a whisky neat and remarks “This is all you drink Mark.” 


Tony starts filling me in on Mark’s life and habits. Mark was a fixture at their house growing 
up. Mark’s mother lives a few doors down but is rarely there, spending most of her time in 
Boca Raton, Florida. Once in a while Mark will soend the weekend at his mom’s house to 

get out of the city and enjoy the beach. Tony fills me in on some additional Mark stories to 
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help fool Todd. The one thing he doesn’t mention, and | don’t question is why exactly am | 
here? 


“So a little wager on how long | can last as Mark with Todd?” | challenge Tony. 


“Oh before he kills you?” Tony laughs. “Oh you mean before he knows you’re a fraud. I'll 
give you 10 minutes.” 


“lll last 30 minutes.” | counter him. “If | make it that long, I’m keeping this Rolex, if it’s real.” 


“It’s real, | assure you, identical to what | gave Mark and Todd for graduating from Yale. It’s 
your’s either way. It’ll be fun to see how good your are.” 
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CONFRONTATION 


A half hour later, there’s yelling from the front of the house. 
“Where you at dad?” 
“In the family room, we have company so be on your best behavior.” 


“When aren’t I?” Just then Todd, who | recognize from some of the pics enters the room. His 
eyes bug out seeing me and | give him a big smile. 


“What the fuck are you doing here, you wife stealing fucking bastard.” He shouts at me. 


“Uncle Tony invited me, | couldn’t say no. | was checking on mom’s place and ran into him.” 
| improvise using Tony’s information. 


“Dad, how could you? I’m never talking to this asshole again.” He lunges at me but | didn’t 
flinch as | was expecting it before jumping between us. 


“You two, don’t you know you don’t let a woman come between friendship? Rachelle is 
history for both of you, get over it!” Tony yells at us. “Now shake like men.” 


| cautiously approach ‘my’ old buddy and we cautiously shake, with me on edge for fear of 
being strangled. “Todd, I’m so sorry for what | did, I’m not proud of myself but you know 
how much of a lady’s man | am. She came on to me and | was horny.” 


He doesn’t hug me back but mumbles. “I heard she left you a few months later. Guess she’s 
in California.” 


“Yeah, | got home and the house was empty with just a note about it not working out.” | 
improvise bullshit figuring if they haven’t talked since. 


“Yeah, she called me from there, sent me divorce papers and it’s over. But better things 
have come along.” 


“Same here. Things happen for a reason and work out for the best, | always say.” 
“Since when?” He questions me. “You, Mr. ‘glass is half empty’.” 
“Just an expression, a concept I’m learning with age.” 


Tony hands Todd a beer and adds. “See guys, don’t let a lifetime of friendship be destroyed 
for some pussy.” 


| chuckle, learning how much of a character Tony is. 
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“Pussy dad? Really? This isn’t just about pussy. What about everything else dad? Uncle 
Vinny and my friends are now in jail, and who knows what he'll do in the future to fuck the 
Caputo family over. He fucked you over on the Pennsylvania pipeline. He cost you hundreds 
of millions of dollars. If he becomes mayor, imagine how he’ll fuck you over. With what he 
Knows about our family dad, I’m surprised we’re not locked up already! Fucking politician 
who | pushed into politics and we backed with millions. Pussy is one minor thing—family, 
money and lives are another. That’s what you always say. Huh dad?” Todd slams down his 
drink and starts heading for the door. 


“Todd, get back here right now.” 


“Fuck no dad, | won’t keep dinner down having to look at that fucker. I’d make a mess 
using a butter knife as a deadly weapon.” 


All at once, Tony lets out a loud, blood curling demand at the top of his voice. “Stop, not 
one more step Todd. Get back here now!” 


Todd stops, turns around and starts slowly heading back with his hands in his pocket. He 
doesn’t say a word entering the family room. | walk over to him and extend my hand to 
shake his’. He looks at me, wondering what I’m doing so | just grab his hand and introduce 
myself. 


“Nice to meet you, I’m not Mark Haddock, never met the guy. I’m Mike Johnson.” 
He gives me a queer look, then turns to his dad. “What is he talking about?” 
Tony looks at his watch, then me. “Hmmm, 15 minutes, you could have gone longer.” 


“And be stabbed with a butter knife or strangled? No thanks. | think | did great though for 
what limited time | had to prepare.” 


“You’re not Mark?” Todd asks totally confused. 


“No, he’s Mark’s twin brother. Your cousin Tyler told Maria about ‘a guy who looks like your 
best man in your wedding? He told me about Mike, did some investigating and | flew him in 
today to meet with me.” 


“l?’m Mark’s twin, just out of jail a few months ago.” 


“| Knew Mark was adopted, but he never said anything about a twin brother.” He shakes his 
head in disbelief. 


“| doubt he knows. The facility only listed them as brothers, nothing about being twins, and 
Mike was adopted first, then a few months later Mark was.” Tony has done his homework 
on us. 


Todd jumps in. “Oh guys, | Know where this is going. We send videos and pics to the New 
York Times of ‘Mark’ with a harem of women, snorting coke, strung out. Kill his political 
career. Oh | love the thought of fucking Mark Haddock over, destroying him.” 
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Now I’m seeing where | fit in. “That sounds like fun. | had a three way in Chicago with two 
women who thought | was Mark. | wouldn’t mind doing that a few more times.” 


“Guys, you’re not seeing the bigger potential here. Why destroy him when he can join the 
team. With our Mark in place as District Attorney, we’d be protected and able to expand.” 


“ld assume Mark’s identity?” 


“Exactly, you fooled Todd, could have gone longer and he knows you better than anyone.” 
Tony praises me. 


“Dad, that’s brilliant! Mark isn’t the smartest person, he’d be easy to replace. He had to take 
the bar 5 times before barely passing. His biggest asset is being a major bullshitter and his 
family’s money, hence his political path.” 


“I’ve never taken the bar, I’m not so sure about this. | know nothing about his life, friends, 
habits, or likes/dislikes.” 


“Don’t worry ‘Mark’, | was there through most of your life. I’ve just missed the last year when 
you started putting your libido and political ambition ahead of our friendship.” He places his 
hand on my shoulder. “I know the first time you got laid and by who, | know about the high 
school and frat parties, my bachelor party, wedding and the shit times.” 


“Guys, I’ll have to fool his mother, his staff, all these people. | don’t Know anything about 
politics. I’ve never voted once in my life.” 


“Take a breath. The hardest part is done. Just look at yourself. We’ve got time to transform 
you into him. | want you heading up the DA’s office, will you do it Mark?” Tony calms me but 
calls me Mark. 


| pick up Mark’s folder and think of how much better his life must be. “Yes, I’ll try my best, 
sounds better than going back to Chicago as a jailbird.” 


“Mark, god! I’m sorry, | Keep thinking of you as him. Mike, I’Il help you, be there for you 
every step of the way. Dad, this is brilliant!” Todd also calls me Mark but catches himself. 


“Which is why you need to make up with Mark, become his best friends and learn about his 
current life.” Tony orders Todd. 


“Sure dad, | was just thinking that. He reached out to me a few months ago and | never 
returned his call. He’s always at O'Keef's on Friday nights per his Instagram. I'll run into him 
there and do whatever | have to, to weasel into his life.” Todd jumps onboard. 


“Mike, here’s the deal. There’s $10 million in it for you, on top of all the perks of being Mark 
Haddock. You’ll be the heir to Haddock’s Automotive Group that your grandfather started. 
Mark never wanted anything to do with it, other than the perk of always having the latest 
European toys to drive and dividends. Your uncle Russ runs it all— you and your mom just 
rake in the benefits. You’ll have the political power of being the Distract Attorney for 
Manhattan, with control over sentencing guidelines and pardoning recommendation to the 
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governor. You’ll also have information on investigations and stings. | need you to have our 
back.” 


“Hmmm what types of European toys?” | smile. 


“| was always envious of you. Fuck! There | go again. MIKE, he always has new cars, mainly 
911s and BMWs, but now and then he slums it with an Audi or Jaguar. Your pride and joy is 
a 1957 Porsche 356A Speedster that belonged to your grandfather. I’m sure it’s sitting in the 
garage just down the road. Woody, your ancient mechanic lovingly cares for all your toys 
there.” 


“Just call me Mark Haddock from now on.” | smile at them. 
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PLANNING 


We have steaks and baked potatoes on the grill, that Tony prepares while Todd and | drink. | 
find out that Mark only drinks Whiskey neat, has since college after getting drunk and 
puking on everything else. He goes on and on about their friendship over the years. How 
they met in kindergarten, shared lunches, learn to ride bikes and became best friends. 


When it turns to their recent split, Todd gets angry, confessing that he wanted to punch me 
out. He found out that Mark, as part of the DA, was in on the sting operation that cost their 
family $231 million, and sent some of their high school friends to jail for 10 years. There was 
no heads up or warning about the operation. 


At the same time, Mark was fucking Rachelle behind his back. Todd suspected something 
was up with her but not with his best friend. He had cameras installed in their bedroom. The 
day after their first anniversary party, his cam caught them in bed fucking all day long, 
laughing about what a fool Todd is. He confronted her when he got home, she fled and 
moved in with Mark. Mark called a few times but Todd cut him off completely. 


Tony is a criminal mastermind. As soon as he discovered me, thanks to pics from Tyler, he 
hired a private investigator to check me out. When he saw my pre-law classes at Northern 
Illinois University College of Law, then my arrest record for impersonating a lawyer, he knew 
| was perfect for his scheme. 


Tony has the entire ‘Operation DA’ planned out. He hired a hooker to sleep with Mark last 
weekend and drug him. She cleaned out his wallet but also let in a team of techs who 
scanned Mark’s body for tattoos, birthmarks and scars. They also scanned his fingerprints. 
According to Tony, there’s a new 3D printing technique to give me Mark’s fingerprints. I’ll 
have his tattoos and fingerprints to prove my identity. 


| think Todd has the hardest part— pretending to forgive a guy who screwed him and his 
family. He needs to get close to him, get updated on his personal and professional life, and 
pretend to like the guy again. Knowing he’ll get even seems to be enough motivation for 
him. He’s more worried about me. 


| need to become Mark down to the smallest detail, learn millions of personal details and 
think like him. | need to believe I’m him completely. To accomplish this, Tony is having ‘fire 
inspectors’ visit the DA’s office tomorrow, to inspect the safety systems while also placing 
miniature cams in his office and elsewhere. Todd still has an access card to Mark’s 
apartment in SoHo. Tony is also having his iPhone cloned which will allow me to listen in or 
intercept all his calls and text messages. With all this technology, | should be able to jump 
into his life in a few months. 


We’re up talking and planning till midnight. From flying and drinking only whiskey, | pass out 
as soon as my head hits the pillow. 
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BOOT CAMP 


Like Mark, according to Todd, I’m not a morning person. Todd barges into the bedroom at 
6am and pulls open the drapes. 


“Wake up Mark, get your ass out of bed, we’ve got a lot to do today per dad’s schedule.” 


“There’s a schedule?” | pull back the blankets and get out of bed, wearing just my new 
boxer shorts. 


“Lesson number one—you now sleep naked, the only thing on you ever is your class ring. 
Wait a minute, you have a Yale class ring?” He notices. 


“Yeah, it’s your’s. Your dad gave it to me for my identity since you don’t wear it.” 
“| forgot | even had it. Mark never takes his off —“ 
| interrupt him. “It’s the last thing my dad gave me before he died.” 


“Wow, you’re a fast learner. Keep it, | never wanted one, thought it pretentious and waste of 
money. It should be identical to Mark’s but his is engraved with ‘Mark Robert Haddock’. You 
don’t have any tattoos?” He rolls up his sleeve and shows a ‘AKE’ tattoo on his shoulder. 
“You'll need to get one of these and quite a few others that he’s gotten since. We got them 


over spring break in Miami. | only have the one while Mark went wild after getting his’. 
“Yeah, I’ve seen them on his Instagram. Can’t | just say | had them removed?” 


“No!” He stares at me more. “You’ve got a good build. You must work out a lot too, like 
Mark.” 


“In prison, that’s all there is to do.” 


“Awe, that makes sense.” He walks to my closet and picks out an outfit for me and tosses it 
on the bed. “Get a shower and wear these. We’ve got a busy day ahead.” 


| jump in the shower, dress and head down to breakfast. Tony and Todd both welcome 
‘Mark’ and have breakfast ready for me. I’m taught how | drink my coffee, like my eggs, 
bacon and toast. 


“So camera teams are on the way to the DA's office. We’ll handle your condo.” Tony says. 


“l’ve checked your Instagram and you’re actually in Jamaica with Emily, your latest 
girlfriend. You get back Tuesday. We’re stopping by the club to pick up some items and then 
| have a surprised.” 
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STEPPING IN 


I’m wearing the sport coat, jeans and henley that Todd picked out 
for me. He even added a pocket square. The sport coat is Prada 
and has the expected ‘Mark Haddock’ stitched in it. No doubt it’s 
another ‘borrowed’ outfit. Todd says his dad has always sweated 
the detail on every project. With my Rolex and class ring I'll pass 
for Mark all day. 


First stop is the Shinnecock Hills Golf Club which Mark’s and 
Todd’s family have been members of for generations. While Todd 
waits, | do as ordered and tell the concierge I’ve lost my 
membership card. In minutes, with questioning, they print out a 
new card for ‘Mr. Haddock’. Todd gives me a personal tour 
ending at my locker. It’s filled with laundered golf gear, a few pairs 
of shoes and jackets. In the dining room, everyone knows us. 
When | use the mens room, an elderly gentlemen says hi to Mark 
and asks about my mom. | reply ‘She’s in Boca till Thanksgiving, I'll tell her you asked about 
her.’ He congratulates me on my last tournament and can’t wait for spring. 





It’s satisfying to know | fooled another person, even if he’s only an acquaintance. Todd then 
drives us into the city where we stop in the “Spy Shop”. Tony had called last night and 
ordered everything I’d need. We’re escorted to the back room and schooled on using a 
cloned iPhone that’s identical to Mark’s in every way. The only difference is my ability to 
intercept his calls and block callers to and from his iPhone. In a padded envelope are 
duplicates of Mark’s drivers license, credit cards and passport. Todd knows Mark only uses 
Coach wallets so our next stop if the Coach store in Manhattan. | tuck my new identity into 
it. 


“Time to check out your place Mark.” Todd smiles as we enter the parking garage at 319 
West 52nd Street. “You bought this right after college with some of your inheritance money. 
You never asked for your card key back but hopefully it still works.” 


He finds Mark’s parking spots which includes two visitors spots. We’re parked next a 
Porsche 911 Targa, Panamera and Nissan Rogue. Todd suspects the Nissan is Emily’s. He 
hands me the key and directs me to the main lobby. The doorman greets ‘Mr. Haddock’ and 
| respond back with a simple ‘hello’. The elevator opens right up and whisks us up to the 
35th floor. The door for 35J opens up without a problem. 


“Wow, this is amazing.” | take in the view of Central Park and the Chrysler building. It’s huge 
for New York and decorated in a contemporary style. He must have a quarter of the floor as 
his own. 


“Oh, he redecorated the living room.” Then he walks to a panel on the wall. “Yep, he never 
sets the security system. We’re safe.” 


Page 16 


| head into his immaculate bedroom which has another stunning view and start checking it 
out. Todd follows me around. In his bathroom | check out his side of the counter. There’s a 
beard trimmer that | click on and pretend I’m using it in his mirror. The counter has lots of 
skin and hair care products. | open up the hamper and find a pair of women panties. 


“Oh fuck Todd, sniff these.” | hold them up to my nose and suck is all in. “Emily, yummy. I’m 
going to fuck her for sure.” 


“She’s your girlfriend.” Todd reminds me and opens his instagram to shows me pics she’s 
posting while on vacation. “Fuck, she’s gorgeous and smells sweets.” 


“It'll be a challenge, fooling her but | love a challenge.” 


“Nah, they’ve only been dating a few months. She hardly knows him. Fuck her brains out.” 
He pulls some cameras from his bag that we picked up at the Spy Shot. “Come on, time to 
get to work. Put two in the each bedroom, living room and office, one in the bathroom, and 
kitchen.” 


The video cams easily fit in the air vents and fire alarms. A simple push of a button connects 
them to my iPhone, shows me the view and allows me to adjust the aiming. In the closet | 
note that Emily only has a small section for clothes. 


In his office, Todd finishes up while | jump behind his desk to check out the computer. As 
soon as |’m seated, the computer wakes up, scans my face and unlocks. “Todd, this is 
amazing, look.” 


He comes running over. “Wow, that’s what Jose was talking about this morning.” 


“Yeah, he was right. I’ll add the keystroke tracker.” | pull out a thumb drive and put it into the 
USB connector. In a few minutes a message asks for email address to send info to, then 
completes its install. “Hey, Since he’s not getting back from Jamaica till Tuesdays night, | 
could stay here a few nights.” 


We call Tony and decide not to push it. With the cloned iPhone and tracker, there’s no 
reason to risk being in his Condo and risk being seen by a neighbor or friend. We’re there for 
hours snooping through drawers and checking everything out. I’m learning about his watch 
collection that’s mostly Rolexes except for a few Tags, Omegas and Apple watches. He also 
has a thing for shoes. After hours of being there, we head back to the Hamptons for the 
night. 
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MARK HADDOCK 101 


The technology we’re using is amazing. On the way home, my phone starts dinging with text 
messages from friends and coworkers. He’s replying to some, ignoring others. He’s posting 
pics from Jamaica that are driving me crazy with jealousy. 





He’s with Emily on the beach kissing and holding her. It’s making me so horny. | jerk off to 
them, pretending it’s me in the pics and knowing that some day soon, i’ll be fucking her in 
his bed. The next morning Todd drags me back to the golf course to play 18 holes to see 
how | compare to Mark. Todd says it’s safe because Mark usually plays Trump’s Ferry Point 
with clients. Its empowering, slipping into his golf gear, slipping on his gloves, beanie and 
sweater and Todd calling me Mark all day. | haven’t played in 10 years but Todd jokingly 
praises my skill with ‘you’re as bad as Mark’. 


On the way home, Todd stops at Mark’s mother’s house. 
“What are we doing here?” | asked puzzled. 


“Don’t you want to see where you grew up?” Todd smiles wickedly at me. “Mark, when we 
were little, the doors were never locked. We came and went as we wanted but if | ever did 
need to get in, you told me where the spare key is and the code for the security system is 
your birthday. If you weren’t home, and | was pissed with my dad, I’d sneak into your home 
and play your Halo game all day. Dad never left me play video games for more than an 
hour.” 
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We jumps out of the BMW and he runs to the side of the house. | follow and watch as he 
finds the key on the upper ledge of a window then heads to the back door instead of the 
front. 


“Keep up Mark.” He laughs. The door opens right up and there’s a slow beep. He rushes to 
a blinking panel and punches in my birthday and it turns green. “Welcome home Mark.” 


“Hate to say this but this place is nicer than your place Todd.” 


“Yep and it’s stocked.” He opens up the fridge and grabs a few cokes. “Come on, let me 
show you around.” 


He gives me a very detailed tour of ‘my’ mom’s house. | learn about the family safe, where 
keys are and all the old home videos and photo albums | need to study. Then he takes me 
upstairs, to my bedroom. It’s filled with baseball and golf trophies. 


“I thought you said Mark was terrible at golf?” | pick one of the golf trophies. 


“He is, those are mostly participation trophies. Not that he’s bad but he’s average like you 
and me but has much better gear.” 


Like Mark’s room, there’s Yale pendants on the wall, an old computer and boombox. On the 
shelf are some law books and backpack. | try on his high school letterman jacket and it fits 
snugly. | leaf through his yearbook, finding Todd’s pics and reading some of the best wishes 
from friends. 


Todd saves the best for last as he leads me back through the kitchen, into the garage. It’s a 
four bay garage but is also two deep with garage doors on both sides. It can hold 8 cars 
total and it is. The one closest to the kitchen is his mom—A newer Audi A6. The rest are all 
‘mine’. There’s four 911s—a GT2, Turbo, Cabriolet and the 356A. There’s also an old Jeep 
Wrangler, BMW M38 and Z8. They’re all spotless. These are in addition to his 911 Targa and 
Panamera back at his condo. 


“Where are the keys?” | ask quietly in reverence. 


“They should be in the ignitions but you can’t take them out yet, too risky. Come on let’s get 
home before a neighbor sees us.” 


“Who cares? I’m Mark Haddock keeping an eye on my mom’s house.” 


“Still, we don’t need any attention. These will all be your’s shortly Mark.” 
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TRANSFORMATION 


Monday morning I’m driven to an industrial park just outside of Manhattan. It’s a warehouse 
with no windows and security cameras everywhere. Inside the contrast couldn’t have been 
greater with bright while walls and a high tech check in panel. Once checked in, a friendly 
nurse comes out and escorts me into a suite with bed, seating area and kitchen. A doctor 
comes in, doesn’t introduce himself and asks me to strip. There’s no chit chat or questions. 
A minute later the nurse is back and adds a catheter to my arm. I’m told to lay back and 
relax as they inject me with some blue liquid. 


I’m not sure how long I’m out but when | wake up but my body is stinging all over, like I’ve 
had a billion bee stings. My fingers are individually bandaged and are throbbing. Everything 
is blurry as the nurse comes in, mumbles something and forces a pee bottle onto my penis. 
| pass out and awake again feeling alert and very little pain. The doctor and nurse come 
back in. 


“Good morning, how are you feeling?” He cheerfully asks and | still don’t have a clue who 
these people are. 


“Much better, how long have | been out?” I’m disoriented and starving. 
“It’s 8 am Wednesday morning. You must be starving. Breakfast will be here any minute.” 
“ve been out two days? It better be a horse.” | joke but get no response. 


The doctor unwraps my fingers and puts them in some sort of miniature scanner. All but one 
light up bright green, the other is a lighter, duller shade. 


“Your right pinky is playing catch up but will get there. Please sit up.” 


My arms and chest are wrapped in quilted padding. He starts unwrapping them revealing 
my new reddish, tender tattoos. I’m poked, prodded and rewrapped. 


“Everything looks great. We’ll send you home tomorrow.” 


The doctor has no bedside manners, and the nurse isn’t far behind him. Breakfast is brought 
in then I’m taken to the bathroom to get cleaned up. I’m given my phone and the cloned 
phone. | jump on my phone and get caught up with Mark’s life. 


They got home as planned and he’s now in his office. The disappointing part is that there’s 
no video of him fucking Emily in his bedroom. She didn’t even come into the condo with 
him. She must have just thrown her bags into the Nissan and went home. 


| spend the day in bed watching video feeds, listening to his calls and reading his text 
messages. It’s a great way of learning his life. By the end of the day, I’m learning his friends 
and coworkers. The cameras in his office are invaluable —his log in at work is via his 
fingerprint with a biometric scanner. The biggest problem I’m having with the tech is 
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information overload. They not only bugged his office but also the office manager’s office, 
conference rooms and all the deputy DAs offices. | only watch video with him in them. 


Thursday morning the doctor returns and does a final check 

up. My pinky is perfect, the tattoos look almost normal and are 
a lot less tender. I’m allowed to go home as soon as | shower 
and get dressed. In the privacy of the bathroom, | open up my 
future instagram and pull up a pic of Mark and his tats. The tats 
on my body mirror his’ exactly other than some blotchy redness 
that should clear up in a few days. | have to admit, | never 
wanted a tattoo but | like how they complete my identity as 
Mark. 


I’m greeted by Tony when | get home. We have lunch and he 
catches me up on things. Todd will ‘run into’ Mark Friday night 
at O'Keef's as planned. He’s going to apologize for throwing 
away their friendship, never returning Mark’s calls and also let 
him know that he’s done with the family business. 





| decide to play Mark when Tony heads JFK for a business trip. | put on some of my new 
workout gear and jog to ‘mom’s’ house. There’s no one home and | let myself in and make 
myself at home. | have my new wallet and ID in case I’m questioned but who would doubt 
my identity? 


| head up to my bedroom and jump on my old bed to watch another day unfold. It’s like 
watching a soap opera and guessing what will happen next. Stefan, his top DDA stops in 
and makes sure he’s heading to happy hour at Curan’s down the street. He promises to stop 
but can’t stay long as he’s cooking dinner for Emily at 8 tonight. ‘Just one drink’ he 
promises Stefan then they talk about the Eight Ball killing in midtown. | jump on his old 
computer and start going through old pics and videos. | study every nook and cranny of the 
house. 


At the end of the day, | head to the garage and work up the balls to take one of my cars for 
a quick spin. Even if he skipped happy hour and dinner, he couldn’t make it to the 
Hamptons till 8pm tonight. The triple black M3 catches my eye. | jump in and she purrs to 
life. There’s a pair of Oakley’s on the passenger seat for me to wear. | head towards 
Montauk as hot DA Mark Haddock, cruising the speed limit to avoid tickets. 


Todd calls, he’s at his dad’s house looking for me. | turn around and head back to the 
Caputo’s home. | pull up and tell him to come outside. He flips out seeing me. 


“Jesus Mark, what the fuck do you think you’re doing?” He explodes. 


“Taking one of my babies out for a ride. It was getting dusty in the garage.” | smile at him 
then pull off my t-shirt. “Check it out.” 


“Fuck, you look just like him.” 


“Yeah, now | just need to find a way to fuck Emily.” 
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“l’ve got the hots for her too—“ 


| interrupt him. “But I’m the one who took her to Jamaica and is currently fucking her. Don’t 
think about evening the score between us.” | smile at him. 


“Seriously take it back please. All we need is for Mark Haddock to have an accident in the 
Hamptons while he’s in the city.” 


| take my car home, then jog back for dinner. The rest of the night | soend watching me wine 
and dine Emily with take out from an Italian restaurant just at the corner. | note his red wine 
for dinner, then switching to whiskey after. The best part of my day is watching Emily riding 
Mark’s cock multiple times that night. | rewatch it multiple times and cum as much as he 
does. 


In the morning she reminds him that she’s heading to Philadelphia to see her mom and dad. 
| let Todd know he'll be alone all weekend, and his calendar is empty except for happy hour 
tonight. 
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REUNION 


Todd wakes me up at 3am when he gets back from the city. 
“Mark, fucking wake up!” He shakes me awake. 
“Todd, what happened?” | moan awake. 


“You wouldn’t believe it. | was like Ryan Gosling acting a great role. He was eating out of my 
hand. The story about my dad disowning me had him in tears almost and he talked about a 
job for me heading up his campaign.” 


“What about your ex wife?” 


“That’s a different story. | apologized for not returning a single call from him but he didn’t 
accept any responsibility or apologize for fucking her, wrecking our marriage or any of the 
comments about me being an idiot. He’s so arrogant and full of himself. | really thought of 
killing him and calling you to jump into his life.” 


“Oh sure, I’m up to speed.” | laugh and mock him. “I probably need a few months before | 
can step into his shoes.” 


“| don’t know how I’m going to restrain myself from killing him. Even looking at you, I’m 
triggered. So there | was, spilling out my apologies to him and nothing back. He has no 
regrets and claims he had no knowledge of the sting operation even though | had it 
confirmed by an inside mole.” 


“There’s a mole inside the DA’s office? Fuck.” 


“Oh yeah. When Mark became district attorney, we thought we had a second mole on our 
side to help us. He never lifted a finger or gave us a heads up etc...nothing. | can’t get you 
into his shoes fast enough.” 


“Pm going to need more time, this past week has been like drinking from a firehose. On top 
of his phone and text messages, there’s 18 cam feeds to skim through every day. I’m 
learning a lot though. He beats off every morning in the shower after working out, unless 
Emily spends the night, then they fuck in the shower. Oh watching them fuck does it for me 
every time. It’s like being him and | can’t wait to have a go at her.” 


“Fucking him is what I’m waiting for.” 
“What will happen to him when | replace him?” No one has mentioned this part. 


“Better not to know for plausible deniability but don’t worry, no one will see him ever again. 
You'll have nothing to worry about Mark.” He smiles at me. 


“Great because | don’t want an imposter ruining things for me somewhere down the road.” 
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| go back to bed and fall to sleep with the good news. When | get up, | check Mark’s home 
cams. He’s shirtless, having coffee in his home office paying bills. He picks up his phone 
and calls Stefan about last night. He tells Stefan about Todd and how he can use him to 
bring down his father. When he hangs up I’m waking Todd up and playing the call for him. 


“That fucking bastard. How many times does he want to fuck me and my family over.” 
“So you were telling me, he likes his drugs right?” 


“Nothing too hard core, some pot, magic mushrooms and occasionally some coke. And he 
only does shit on Weekends, in private so it doesn’t effect his work performance. Why?” 


“| think ’ve come up with a way to step into his life, get some needed practice as him, 
maybe visit his office or fuck Emily.” | grin. 


“Just admit it, you want to fuck Emily. You’re as much of a horndog as him.” He nails me. 


“Il can do both but | need the opportunity, when he’s fucked up and passes out? | could slip 
into his life for a day or night?” 


“We do have some tainted magic mushrooms that would knock him on his ass for 12 hours 
or more.” 


“They sound perfect, but when?” 


“Well, a Friday or Saturday for sure. As DA, you can waltz into the office any day or time I’d 
imagine.” 


“Maybe he gets fucked up at lunch time? Some sort of celebration lunch, like if you join the 
team?” 


“Sure that would work and he’s always had a weakness for mushrooms. We'll have to wait 
and see if he follows through on his job offer.” 


“After his call with Stefan, | wouldn’t be shocked if you hear from him on Monday.” 


We’re having lunch when Mark calls Todd. With Emily gone for the weekend, he’s thinking of 
heading to the Hamptons to check on his babies. Take something to the Montauk Classic 
Automobile and Boat Show. Todd tells him he’s at the gym and to pick him up in a few hours 
—time to get to his home and get ready. Todd gets back Sunday morning with a huge 
hangover but says he verbally accepted the job as his campaign manager. Todd suggested 
lunch on Friday to celebrate and promises a special treat. 


I’m stuck at Tony’s place all week by myself. Tony is in California handling business so | just 
abuse the cook and housekeeper, and keep sucking up information about my future life. 
The plan for Friday is very simple. They’ll have a private lunch at ‘Three Roosters’, one of 
Mark’s favorite dive restaurants. Todd will slip him the tainted ‘Shrooms’ letting him think 
they’re his normal magic mushrooms. The drugs will effect him in 15 minutes, Todd will take 
him home and put him to bed. I'll be able to get at least 12 hours as him. 
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NEW DA 


| watch Mark’s day unfold. He spent the night at Emily’s in Soho and came stumbling 
through the door at 6am doing the walk of shame. He showers, dresses in a navy double 
breasted, pin stripe suit. He gets to his office at 8 am precisely as always, with the New York 
Times tucked under his arm and carrying his Starbucks. After two weeks of studying him, | 
know his routines, all his DDAs he interacts with and cases his team is working on. 


A little before 11 am he calls Todd about to remind him about lunch. He then calls Emily 
saying he’d meet her later for happy hour at O'Keef's then take her to Rizzio’s for dinner 
with desert in bed back at his place. 


This might just be the night I’ve been waiting for—Mark out of the way and me living his life, 
fucking his girlfriend. Todd picks me up and we head into the city. I’m wearing a baseball 
Cap and glasses as a disguise to enter Mark’s condo and wait. The doorman is useless, only 
watching the main entrance but never from the garage. | walk right in and head up to my 
future condo. 


It’s 11:30 so | have hours to killed before their lunch is over. | watch Mark leaving the office, 
telling Kristy, his office manager, he’s taking a long lunch. She barely pays attention to him 
as he walks by and heads towards the elevator. At 11:45, my phone dings with a text from 
Todd that Mark has arrived. A little over a hour later | hear the door opening and make a 
dash for the spare bedroom closet. | hear Mark mumbling and Todd’s voice. “Relaxed, you'll 
be good as new in a few minutes.... Let me help you...good, yeah I’ll call Kristy for you.” 


Todd comes running to the closet. “He totally out, it’s show time.” 


| follow Todd to the bedroom and there he is, in just his underwear and socks, passed out 
and face up on the bed. | pull off my hoody and sweatpants and jump in the bed next to to 
him. “How do | look?” 


Todd looks back and forth between us, staring at our tattoos. “Honestly, | can’t tell the 
difference at all. Every tattoo is a perfect match. Your hair is perfect except your’s needing 
some product. Oh wait, your penis is noticeably shorter.” 


“Fuck you!” | sit up and check him out myself. “What about him? | am fucking ‘my’ girlfriend 
tonight.” 


“That won’t be an issue at all. | have some Alprazolam tablets, with the mushrooms he took 
and a few of these, he’ll be out 18 hours at least. He also won’t remember his morning.” He 
takes two from his pocket and tucks them under Mark’s tongue. 


“That won’t be an issue. Emily is teaching a cycling class tomorrow at 7am. I’m going to 
wear her out.” 


Todd grabs his legs, | take his arms, we carry him to a spare bedroom and toss him in the 
closet. “I moved one of the office cams to the closet to keep an eye on him” 
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“Good thinking, if he starts to wake up, we’ll both know.” Todd grabs some rope and rags, 
gags and ties him up just in case. | remove his socks and underwear. “Okay then, you’re 
heading back to work. I’ve got some errands to run, then back to my place. I'll see you later 
Mark.” 


“Yes sir, it'll be a slow Friday afternoon. See you at happy hour?” | ask. 


“Wouldn’t miss it, thanks for the job.” Todd heads out the door and | run back to my 
bedroom. 


Everything | need to be Mark Haddock is on his chair. | grab his 
black Calvin Klein boxer briefs, step into them, then pull on his 
still damp stripe socks. His pants fit exactly as they should, 
hugging my ass which Emily likes to comment on all the time. | 
pull on his shirt and wiggle into his untied wingtips. In the mirror, 
| pop my collar and fashion a windsor knot. | pull on the double 
breasted suit coat and can’t get over how great | look and how 
well everything fits. In the bathroom, | spritz on some of his 
Creed Aventus cologne that’s my signature scent. | then work 
some of his Cremo into my hair and style it perfectly. 


It’s an amazing feeling staring into his mirror and seeing Mark 
Haddock as he looked all morning. | play with my tie and adjust 
my sleeves. In my suit pockets | feel around and pull out my 
iPhone and wallet. | also find my DA badge in a leather case in 
my breast pocket. | flip it out and admire it. 





“Mark Haddock, Manhattan District Attorney, how may | help you?” | flip open my badge to 
prove it to the reflection in the mirror. 


Back in the bedroom, | notice my Rolex and class ring on the desk with my car keys. | take 
off Todd’s and slip on mine, which fits better. | tidy up the bed and head out the door. | catch 
a cab back to the office. According to my Rolex, I’ve only been gone two hours—that’s a 
normal Friday lunch for Mark. On the way back | start reviewing emails and text messages. 
My phone rings with a call from Andrew Thomas, one of my newer DDAs. 


“Andrew, what’s up?” 

“Mark, are you gone for the day?” 

“I’m just heading back to the office. Will be there shortly.” 

“Okay, great, I’ve got some good news for you?” 

“Segedy?” | question knowing that’s his hottest case and Mark’s biggest concern. 

“Pl tell you when | see you.” 

He hangs up and I’m dropped off 10 minutes later. This is all new to me—bypassing security 


and being respected. | take the elevator up the to 20th floor and stroll through a bull pen of my 
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DDAs. A few jump up wanting a minute of my time and | use Mark’s index finger mannerism as he 
would. There’s no problem finding my office, greeting Kristy and taking charge as Mark. | pass the 
biggest test when | use my index finger to unlock my computer. It wakes up with a ton of emails | 

need to work through. There’s a knock and Andrew rushes into my office and grabs a seat. 


“So good new?” | question him skeptically. 
“Extremely good news. Segedy took the plea deal!” He says excitedly. 


“That is great news Andrew, congrats. Your first huge case and you hit it out of the park. 
baseball expressions a lot due to being on the Yale Bulldog baseball team in college 


uSe 


“Something to celebrate tonight at happy hour.” 
“As if you guys need an excuse.” | joke. “Now, how’s New York vs. Sun Tech coming along.” 


“l’m back on it Boss. We’ve got a solid case there too.” He scurries out, shutting the door behind 
him. 


‘That was easy’ | think to myself as | start scanning ‘my’ office. | can’t help but admire my Yale 
diploma and State Bar license framed and hanging on the wall. On the desk are the customary 
pics of my mom and dad, and | pic of me with a dog? | respond to a few emails and DDAs are in 
and out of my office all afternoon. Mostly they’re looking for validation of their decisions which | 
grant them. 


At 40m Emily calls and | pick right up. 


“Hey Honey, was just thinking of you.” | answer lovingly, using ‘Honey’ just like Mark, with a 
rapidly growing hard on. 


“| just wanted to check in, thank you for last night. | had a wonderful time.” She coos in my ear 
making me throb after only 30 seconds. 


“I did too, | looking forward to tonight.” 


“About that, I'll be early for happy hour if you can skip out. I’m going to finish up here in about 30 
minutes and it doesn’t make sense to fight traffic. Anna may join us.” She teases. 


“PIL skip out too but you'll beat me. Just don’t get picked up by some fast talking lawyer.” | joke. 


“After last night, you’re the only man | need.” She coos some more and | need to stop rubbing my 
penis before | mess up my suit. 


“Okay, gotta run. Love ya.” | hang up the phone then call Todd. 
He picks right up. “Hey Mark, thanks for lunch.” 


“No problem buddy. I’m so glad to have you onboard. It’s the least | can do. So Emily just called 
and she’s heading to O'Keef's early, so I’m skipping out early too. You going to join us?” 


“Sure but I'll be late. Dad has me on a special project and it’s taking longer. How’s work going?” 


“Just a typical Friday afternoon here. We’ll see you when you get there.” 
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Stefan comes into my office next. Not about anything work related but about a woman issue. He’s 
been talking about this Wendy chick since | started getting video feeds. I’ve listened to too many 
our private conversations. 


“Happy hour?” He takes a seat and is looking me in the eye. 
“Definitely, Emily is going to be there early so I’m skipping out early.” 


“Great, snag me when you’re ready. Hey, | invited Wendy to happy hour too. She said she’d try to 
make it.” He says hopefully. 


“Stefan, if she’s not that into you, move on. You’re a good looking, successful guy and top notch 
prosecutor. Emily may bring a friend.” | say suggestively to him. 


“You’re right. If she doesn’t show up, make time for me, I’m done groveling. Thanks man, you’re 
always there for me.” 


“No problem, now let me finish a few things here and I'll come grab you.” | channel ‘Mark 
Haddock, Manhattan District Attorney’ while catching a glimpse of myself in my monitor. He 
leaves and | subtly check out my desk drawers and book shelves. | pretend to grab a law book 
from my shelf but check out my awards next to them. I’ve gone from ex-con to New York’s 
youngest elected District Attorney in 6 weeks. 


My phone beeps with a ‘I’m here, in our corner’ text from Emily and | start getting aroused again. 
Luckily my suit coat hides my throbbing bulge as | step into Stefan’s office and we head to 
O'Keef's a few blocks away. There we are, two hot shot attorneys calling it a week and heading to 
the bar to blow off steam. As we’re walking the few blocks, I’m talking to Stefan, checking myself 
out in the store windows when | can and checking the time on my Rolex. It’s a major turn on living 
Mark’s life. 
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‘MY’ GIRLFRIEND 


When | walk into O'Keef's, Emily and | lock eyes from across the bar and share a huge smile. She 
holds up a glass to show me my drink is waiting. My cock is ready to 
explode I’m so horny. The last sex | had, was with Mark’s fan club 
back in Chicago. 


We reach the table, my girlfriend jumps up and kisses me in front of 
everyone. She is dressed to kill in a sling back dress, hair flowing 
down her back and a smell that’s driving me wild. | want to fuck her 
right there, she’s finally mine. | go to shove my tongue down her 
throat but she blushes and gently reminds me. “Babe, we’re in front 
of friends.” 


“ve missed you so.” | whisper to her. She places her had on my 
abdomen and pushes me away. 





“Get a room you two.” A perky redhead jumps in from nearby. 
| turn and Emily says. “You remember Anna babe.” 
“Oh yeah, how are you Anna, didn’t see you there.” There’s a ‘ahem’ from Stefan. 


“Oh my god! Where are my manners? Anna, this is Stefan—a good friend and fellow Manhattan 
DA.” 


We take our seats and ‘my girlfriend’ hands me my drink—whisky neat as only | drink it. She 
whispers in my in “Rittenhouse, see I’m paying attention babe.” 


Now | know my favorite brand of whiskey. | should have Known since it’s all | saw in his 
condo. | take a sip and savor the taste. | pull her in tight, kiss her again and whisper “Thank 
you.” She starts massaging my cock under the table. I’m caught off guard but quickly 
recover, loving the attention. From the corner of my eye, Stefan and Anna seem to be hitting 
it off. It allows me to focus on Emily. She’s excitedly telling me about her day but I’m lost in 
her dazzling brown eyes. When she asks about mine she corrects herself. “Oh babe, Ill 
never get use to you not being able to discuss your work and cases.” 


“Rule 1.6 Confidentiality of Information.” Stefan jumps in. 
“Stefan don’t you go ignoring Anna, pay attention” | berate him jokingly. 
“| won't let him.” Anna giggles. 


With Emily rubbing my cock, it’s not going down anytime soon. I’m trying to have a normal 
conversation with her and the others but can’t focus. 


“You’re insatiable tonight. | would have thought after last night, you’d have needed a break. 
Am | going to have to take care of that like our first date?” She whispers in my ear. 
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| gulp and quietly say back. “Yes, honey.” 


She takes charge. “Guys | have a personal matter | need to take care of with Mark and it 
might get ugly.” She says in a angry tone. 


“Excuse us guys.” | get up and take a sip of my Whiskey before following her down some 
stairs to the bathroom. She drags me into the closest one and locks the door. 


“Babe, I’ve been dreaming about last night all day long.” She says to me and starts kissing 
me. “No panties.” 


| hoist her up on the counter while she’s undoing my belt and zipper. She braces herself 
against the mirror while | start fucking her senseless. In the mirror behind her, | see Mark 
fucking his girlfriend like in the videos. She starts panting and heaving as I’m basically 
raping her. 


“Oh fuck Mark, fucckkk, harder, faster.” Hearing ‘my’ name and fooling her drives me wild. 
She start wailing and convulsing as | explode in her pussy. 


“Oh my god! That was incredible.” | whisper to her and start kissing her tenderly. ‘Fuck you 
Mark Haddock, your girlfriend is mine.’ | think to myself as | continue to watch his reflection 
in the mirror and grinning. She hops off the counter and checks herself. Then she starts 
helping me—fixing my hair and tie, making sure | look perfect. I’ve fucked her, had my 
tongue down her throat and she has no clue I’m not the man she’s been dating. Not one 
doubts who | am. 


| open the door for her and we head back to the table. Stefan and Anna are closer together 
and seem to be enjoying their company. I’m just Mark Haddock enjoying Friday night with 
my girlfriend and good friends. | take a sip of my whiskey and realize I’m starting to 
appreciate whiskey neat and this life. 


“Babe, that was so hot we have to try that again sometime.” She whispers in my ear. 
“Would you like to see my office?” | smile slyly at her. 
“Tonight after dinner?” She suggests. 


“Sure.” | just smile back, shove my tongue down her throat and kiss her while she’s holding 
my stiff cock in her hand. 


Just then Todd comes up to the table. “Mark, sorry I’m late.” 


“Not a problem, glad you could make. Sam Adams?” | call the waiter over, order a round of 
drinks and hand him my Amex card. “Everyone, this is Todd Caputo, one of my oldest 
friends and my new campaign manager. This is Emily, Anna and Stefan, the best prosecutor 
in all of Manhattan.” 


| whisper in Emily’s ear. “He slipped me some magic mushrooms at lunch to try. | think I’m 
still feeling the effects.” 
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“If that’s what driving this, get more.” She grabs my still throbbing cock and smiles. 


Todd and Stefan hit it off, then Todd starts telling everyone stories of how we first met, 
played ‘vampire’ in kindergarten, thought girls were ‘icky’ in 3rd grade, then through high 
school and college. | join in using some of the information | gleamed from ‘my’ yearbook. He 
tells everyone about me being the baseball captain at Yale, our Frat parties etc.... 


Emily nudges me when it’s time for dinner and | invite everyone to join us. I’m walking the 
streets of New York with Mark’s friends and his lover. It’s great pretending to be Mark, giving 
his name as we check in for our reservation. We have a great dinner and a wonderful time. 
Stefan offers to walk Anna home. As we’re leaving, Mark makes a comment that everything 
is great with his security cameras. 


Once Mark leaves, Emily asks. “ls that offer to see your office still valid?” 


“Yes it is.” | pull her in tight and kiss her on the street. Then | take off my suit coat and drape 
it over her shoulders. | wrap my arm around her waist and we quickly walk the two blocks 
back to the office. Security recognizes me and immediately let me in. They check Emily’s ID 
and have me sign her in. It’s 10pm and the entire floor is dark and empty of people. As she 
steps out of the elevator, | give her a grand ‘me lady’ hand gesture, then take her hand and 
guide her to my office. 


My office is the 2nd largest in New York, next to the mayor’s. | open the door for her and she 
gets a big smile on her face. She walks around ‘my’ office looking 
at my BAR license and Yale diploma. Then she checks out my 
awards. She suggestively runs her hand over the edge of my desk 
and starts picking up the framed pictures. 






“Awe... Mom and Dad. You look just like your dad.” Guess ‘I’ 
haven’t told her I’m adopted and | never will. She picks up the pic 
' of me and a dog. “Oh this must be Scooter. He looks adorable, 

= you must miss him.” 


“| do.” | gently take the pic from her hand and start kissing her. 
She scoots up on my desk and unlike at the bar, | gently start 
penetrating her, making love, not raping her. | duplicate the 
more tender way Mark treats her. After a few minutes we both 

reach orgasm at the same time. She’s quite the screamer when 
fucked right. Her moans echo across the entire floor. It'll provide jerk off material for me for 
weeks, thanks to the video cams recording it. 


As we’re reassembling ourselves, my iPhone rings, it’s Todd calling. “Hey buddy, | overheard 
your plans for the office. I’ll Keep this short. | stopped by your place and checked on things, 
added another token so you’re good till noon. Call me tomorrow morning when you’re done 
and I'll pick you up.” 


“Oh great, appreciate it, and hey, those mushrooms are really fucking with my mind. It’s like | 
took a hand full of viagra.” | mention to him knowing Emily is listening. 
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That’s great news. I’m at ease now, knowing Mark will be out till noon. | was thinking of not 
taking her home, playing it safe. Now, | can have Mark’s typical Friday night with her, make 
love to her in his bed and in the shower tomorrow morning. 


While | was talking to Todd, Emily fixed herself up and was checking out my awards. 


“So sorry honey, it was Todd about something in his contract. Let’s head back to my place.” 
When leaving | notice my key is for a Porsche. We head to the garage and | push the fob. All 
at once a 911 Targa beeps alive just five parking spots from the lobby door. She hands me 
my suit coat. | put it on, then open the door for her and jump around to the other side. 


“Where did you park?” | ask hoping | shouldn’t know the answer. 


“Oh, in the parking garage behind O'Keef's.” On the way, she’s fondling my cock again. 
“You need to get more of those mushrooms babe. I’ve never seen you so hard and aroused 
so quickly.” 


At a red light | kiss her deeply, getting honked at when | miss the green light. | pull in and 
find her Rogue. I’ve never been so aroused in my life. Emily seems like the perfect girl for 
the new Mark Haddock. She’s as insatiable as | am when it comes to sex. She follows me 
back to my place. We get up to the condo and she makes herself at home heading for the 
bathroom. | take off my suit, place my wallet, badge, keys, Rolex and iPhone into the 
dresser caddy. Studying their bedtime routine for weeks will help reinforce my identity. 
While’s she’s changing, | walk naked to my fridge and grab her a bottle of Tribeca water. I’m 
naked under the blankets on my side of the bed when she comes out of the bathroom. 


She saunters in wearing the baby blue lace panties | sniffed and 
fondled my first time here. | pull back her blankets just as I’ve 
seen Mark do a dozen times. | grab the bottle, take a swig then 
pass it to her. She takes a quick swig and feels for my stiff cock. 


“Looks like you’re up for round three.” She smiles at me then 
jumps on my cock, riding it up and down like a pro. “Oh fuck 
Mark, you feel soooo good. Fuck yeah, keep it going.” 


She rides me for 10 minutes, until | start convulsing and she 
follows with one of her deafening screams. She collapses off 
my cock, onto her back. ‘Now it’s my turn’, | think. | gently 
crawl on top of her and start kissing her deeply, plunging my tongue deep 

into her mouth. | work my way down her body, stopping first at her nipples, then belly button 
and finally her pussy. She’s loving it, moaning in ecstasy. | finish on her then collapse onto 
my back. | haven’t had this much sex ever. 





“Fuck, my head is so spinning. I’ve never felt like this, ever. It must be Todd’s mushrooms” | 
set the stage with her for when | can’t remember the past 24 hours. 


“Same babe, same.” She says as | wrap my arm around her and start spooning before 
passing out. 
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I’m awakened by her alarm but she beat me out of bed and started the shower. “Come on 
Mark, one more round.” 


| can’t believe I’m living Mark Haddock’s fucking life. | get out of bed like I’ve seen him do 
many times. I’m naked, tattooed and wearing only my Yale class ring. | take a long piss and 
she’s in the shower waiting for me. | step in not sure how to handle it but then decide it 
doesn’t matter. I’m Mark Haddock and I'll fuck my girlfriend anyway | like. 


| forcefully shove her against the marble tiles, pull on her wet hair and plunge my tongue 
down her throat. As we’re kissing, | grab her ass cheeks with both hands, align my penis 
and plunge into her without asking. I’m in rape mode again and she’s not complaining at all. 
In minutes I’m ejaculating and she’s about to pass out from her orgasm. As she’s recovering, 
| take the wash cloth and start gently washing her. | nibble on her neck, sucking on her ear 
lobes. She steps out while | clean myself up. 


She runs around my bedroom grabbing workout clothes from her corner of my closet. | 
make her a k-cup and put it in a to-go cup just as Mark does. She runs out, grabs the 
coffee, kisses me goodbye and says. “Get more of those mushrooms.” 


| lock and bolt the door then grab my cloned iPhone. | fast forward through the last 18 hours 
and he hasn’t moved an inch. | call Todd and he comes over from his downtown condo in 
minutes. We move Mark to the bedroom, | put the cam back in the vent, then he drives me 
home. 
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DAY AFTER 


We jump in Todd’s Jeep and start the drive back to the Hamptons. There’s very little traffic 
and |’m exhausted. 


“You look like shit buddy. You get any sleep last night?” Todd snidely asks, Knowing the 
answer. 


“It was the best 16 hours of my life to be honest. | fucked her four times and we both 
exploded each time.” | brag. 


“Four times? We all saw her groping your cock at the bar. Four times?” Todd is shocked. 


“In O'Keef's bathroom before you got there, in my work office on my desk, in bed when we 
got home and in the shower this morning. Four fucking times. She was screaming my name 
all night long.” | clarify. 


“Well, from what | saw, you were completely the Mark Haddock I’ve known my entire life. 
You should be an actor, the way you acted all night long. Even the way you sipped your 
whiskey, like you were savoring every sip, just like Mark. You nailed his cocky attitude, his 
mannerisms and confidence.” 


“Actor? Nah, I’ll settle for District Attorney. It was easy. It was like flipping a switch. At his 
place as | was primping to head back to ‘my’ office, as soon as | pulled on my suit coat and 
saw myself in the mirror, | became Mark Haddock, Manhattan’s District Attorney.” 


“Oh you did, you were great.” 


We pull over at a Waffle House for breakfast and start talking about next steps. My mind is 
still on the sex from last night. I’m getting upset, thinking of Mark getting the credit for my 
performance, spending time with Emily. | need to keep focused and buy my time. 


“So you have the Job, you start Tuesday but Mark is going to test you. When you went to 
the bathroom, Stefan whispered to me ‘/’ve got my eyes on him boss. Every move he makes, 
ever step he takes, I'll be watching him. We’ll get his fucking family for sure.’ \’m sure it’s a 
set up.” | get serious. 


“Believe me, I'll never trust the ‘friend’ who fucked and stoled my wife, then turned on his 
friends. | can’t wait to see how much control he gives to me.” Todd says in a very serious 
tone. 


“| can’t wait to turn the tables on him and Stefan. Once | replace Mark, I’ll handle Stefan. 
With you by my side, we’ll rule New York.” 


“But remember, you'll just tell them I’m clean, and then I'll head up your re-election office.” 
Todd explains the plan for the hundredth time. 


“Understood, So Tony is getting back today?” 
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“Yeah, wait till he hears about last night. He’ll want you in place tomorrow.” 


“Well, let’s stick to the plan. Once I’m in place, we’ll plan the next step. | still have a lot to 
learn. I’m going to need files on every one of my DDAs, key government officials like judges 
and other lawyers | deal with. | handled everything as he would for one afternoon but there 
were things | let slip because | wasn’t prepared.” 


“Sure, dad can get those easily but hell, you nailed it yesterday. | can’t wait to watch the 
video from your office and bedroom ‘Mark’. | bet it’s hot.” He laughs. 


| forgot about those cameras. “You perv, you’ll be jealous. Hell, I’m jealous just thinking that 
SOB will get the credit for my performance and will be fucking her Tuesday night. Fuck, that 
pisses me off thinking of it. She craved my cock. She couldn’t keep her hands off me.” 


“Yeah yeah, we all saw that. Anna is hot, I’m sure | can get her in the sack and piss off 
‘Stefan’ at the same time.” He says Stefan in a derogatory tone. 


“Hey, maybe | can take Mark’s place next weekend with Emily?” 
“Let me see what | can do. Maybe get him out of the city?” 
“Just drug the asshole again.” 


We finish breakfast and continue driving home. Todd’s phone rings with a call from Mark. | 
listen quietly to the whole conversation as we’re driving. 


“Hey buddy, how’s your hangover.” Todd cheerfully greets him. 
“What happened?” He groans back. 


“You didn’t get married or do anything stupid did you? I’m not sure that was the best 
behavior for Manhattan’s DA.” 


“What are you talking about?” 


“Oh come on. Emily stroking your cock in public like that. Luckily, only Anna and | could see 
the action. Stefan was too enthralled with Anna. He probably got some. Seems like he 
needed it.” 


“Todd, | don’t remember any thing from yesterday. Last thing | remember is us eating Junch 
and you offering me some mushrooms.” 


“Nothing? Like happy hour? Fucking Emily in your office?” 
“I fucked Emily in my office? My downtown office?” 


“| don’t know that to be a fact but when we were leaving Rizzio’s, | overheard Emily asking 
about it.” 


“That sound like fun but | don’t remember anything Todd, not a damn thing. | don’t 
remember fucking her, dinner, happy hour. Oh god what was in those mushrooms?” 
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“| was told they were genetically engineered to enhance your libido —a hallucinatory viagra. 
You seemed normal all night, like you were having a great time.” 


“?’m tagged in Instagram photos by Stefan and Anna but don’t remember being there, 
posing or anything. It’s definitely me though, | can’t deny it.” 


“Is your head pounding?” 
“No, | feel rested and great, going to workout, then call Emily.” 


“Yeah, | wouldn’t worry about it. Hit the steam room, soak in the sauna, it’ll come back to 
you. Next time, you’re only getting a tiny piece of the stem.” Todd plays him like a pro. 


We pull into Tony’s place just as Tony is stepping out of a black SUV. He plans lunch in an 
hour to hear about my progress. In the meantime, | take a hot shower and pass out for three 
hours. Todd has a rough time waking me up. My phone is full of notifications from phone 
calls, texts and cam recordings. There’s a few DDAs in the office working, Mark was up, out 
the door and back, he called Emily and spoke for 43 minutes. 


As |’m eating a freshly prepared lunch, Tony and Todd are talking up a storm. They’re more 
up to speed today with Mark than | am. 


“Mike, you nailed it yesterday, in the office, in the bedroom and in the shower.” Tony 
snickers at my sexual escapades. 


“It was tough Tony, but someone had to step up and take charge.” 


“Yeah it looked so grueling. You really ‘put’ your ‘all’ into her, | mean ‘it’.” Todd chimes in 
laughing. 


“Listen to this ‘Mark’.” Tony grabs the his iPad and plays back the latest exchange between 
Mark and Emily for me. 


“Hey babe, thanks for last night.” Emily coos. 


“Yeah, same, it was incredible, maybe a little too much fondling in public though.” Mark 
responds hesitantly. 


“Seems you enjoyed it quite a lot. To hell if stuffy Stefan was jealous. He shouldn’t be, he 
hooked up with Anna. He owes me.” 


“Oh really? Good, was getting sick of him sulking over Wendy.” 


“So | was thinking, do you have more of those mushrooms?” She giggles. “I’d like to try 
some myself.” 


“| don’t know if that’s a good idea honey. They really fucked with my brain, my memory. I’m 
having a hard time remembering things from yesterday.” 


“You remember the office right?” She giggles. “I’ve never seen you work so ‘hard’.” 
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“Oh yeah, incredible but there’s a lot of blanks. | can’t remember getting home.” He takes 
credit for my performance. 


“Well, you did drink a lot and you said the mushrooms were messing with you but you 
seemed fine to me. You want to come over later?” 


“Sure, we’ll grab dinner, and I’ll bring a change of clothes for work tomorrow.” 
Tony is laughing out loud and hits pause. “I’d say you killed it ‘Mark’.” 
“Yeah, but he’s getting the credit and Emily again tonight.” | complain. 


“Bro, don’t worry. You’ll have it all soon enough. | was telling Tony how you nailed it and 
we’re thinking we could move up the switch without being discovered.” 


“How would that work?” 


Tony jumps in. “We have cells in the basement for ‘guests’. We make the switch, keep Mark 
on hand for any questions. We make him believe it’s a temporary arrangement concerning 
the Cavaleros Gang and once they’re cleared, he’ll get his life back. He’s safely out of the 
way and cooperative, you’re in place taking over his life.” 


“| like that plan but when?” | pose the question. 


“Give me a few weeks to get closer to him. We’ll Keep an eye on his schedule. There’s ‘The 
Bridge’ classic car show and gala coming up. It’s by invitation only, Mark is always invited 
and shows off the 356 every year. He’ll have to stop by his mom’s place to pick up his baby. 
We could do it then—.“ 


| interrupt him. “He won’t take Emily, she thinks cars of ‘stupid’, drives a Nissan Rogue. He 
already mentioned it to her and she said she’d hang at his mom’s pool all day before 
summer ends.” 


“Okay, Todd you go with Mark. Meet him at the house, jump in his car and bring him by here 
on the way. Tell him Eddy wants to see the 356. He’ll love to rub it in his face. We can make 
the switch then.” Tony plots the details. 


“This could work guys.” | think out loud. “The sooner the better as far as I’m concerned. 
Can we get him some more mushrooms? Another happy hour would be great practice.” 


“Oh yeah, ‘practice’ fucking your future girlfriend is exactly what you need.” Todd has me 
pegged. “You’re so much like Mark in that way.” 


“So when are you getting married again? I’d love to test drive your wife...” | get the dirtiest 
looks from him. “I’m joking Todd, lighten up.” 
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PRACTICE 


Todd starts his job on Tuesday and starts filling me in on my work habits, friends, issues and 
management style. Even though the election is two years out, Todd makes it a habit to meet 
with ‘me’ every afternoon to review election deadlines and fundraising strategy. It’s basically 
what Todd did for him years ago for his first for run at office. After a few days of intense 
focus, | know I’m almost ready to fill in his shoes. 


I’m living in Todd’s condo which makes everything easier. Every night Todd comes home 
and we review the day. We go through his emails, text message and discuss everything 
that’s going on in Mark’s personal and work life. Todd is getting very close to Mark again, 
causing some jealously between him and Stefan. It’s all an act— Todd still wants to slit his 
throat. 


One thing that’s driving me crazy is Mark’s relationship with Emily. They’re spending every 
other night together, switching back and forth between their places. It does open up some 
opportunities for me to play DA though. When | know he’s not home, | spend the night at his 
place studying his life. 


I’m Keeping a sharp eye on his schedule, looking for any opportunity to step into his life. 
This Friday Mark is scheduled to attend the New York City Bar luncheon in Midtown. He’s 
also talking to Emily about leaving for his mom’s place at noon on Friday. This could be the 
opportunity I’ve been waiting for. 


The NYCB luncheon is a monthly event. He accepted the invitation and chose chicken for 
his lunch but that’s not what he’s doing. He calls Bret Parker, the Executive Director, early 
Friday telling him something came up and he may not be able to make it. He’s scheduled to 
speak briefly about coming technology changes in the DA’s office and had even prepared a 
short speech. 


Late Friday morning he tells Kristy he’s not coming back from the luncheon and has her 
cancel a few appointments, including Todd’s 4pm funding update. Then he calls Emily to let 
her Know he’s heading right home. She took the day off and slept in at his condo. | watched 
her walk around naked, shower and pack their clothes for the weekend. He’s playing hooky 
with the girlfriend. 


The real plan is to show Emily where he grew up in the Hamptons, have a nice dinner at the 
Palm restaurant tonight, and spend Friday and Saturday showing her around. She’s been 
driving him crazy about getting out of the city. He told Stefan he’s going to fuck her in his 
childhood bed. 


Days before, | let Todd and Tony know what’s going on and ask for help. Todd adds video 
cams to Mark’s mom home to capture everything. I’m now monitoring 24/7 videos from 31 
video cams. Tony set up a sensor and camera in the Haddock’s driveway to alert us of 
people coming and going. 


Page 38 


As soon as | see Mark leaving the office, | start heading to the Starbucks near his place. I’m 
in sunglasses and baseball hat to disguise myself. | watch the video feed as he walks into 
his condo and heads to his bedroom. He quickly strips out of his suit, throws everything on 
his dresser and puts on what Emily picked out for him. He grabs their bags and they run out 
the door. I’m watching the garage exit and see them pull out into traffic in his Silver Porsche 
Panamera. 


It’s move in time as | cross the street, taking off my glasses and hat. No one pays attention 
to me as | jump in the elevator and enter my Condo. First thing | do is intercept all his phone 
calls for the afternoon. If he tries calling anyone, he won’t get through and his display will 
only show one signal bar. 


| quickly strip off my jeans and t-shirt and inspect his outfit for the day. The suit is spotless 
and on the dresser | spot his badge, work ID badge, Rolex, tie clip and Porsche car keys. | 
pick up the suit coat and see a ‘Brunico’ by Brioni with ‘Mark Haddock’ stitched inside the 
lining. The material feels expensive and another peek inside reveals ‘Super 150's wool jersey 
fabric’ in smaller stitching. He left the pocket square in place. 


| pull on the dress socks he just took off and start adding every piece of his outfit. It’s a great 
suit—slim cut navy Brioni with tapered pant legs. The pants fit just right, | slip into his 
buckle ‘Kiton’ dress shoes he didn’t unbuckle. The shirt is starched, monogrammed and still 
have his cufflinks in the sleeves. The tie is Armani which takes two tries to knot perfectly. | 
add the tie clip, clip his ID badge in my breast pocket along with my iPhone and duplicate 
wallet. | add my Rolex to my wrist, check my class ring and head to the bathroom mirror. 


My transformation into Mark Haddock is complete. | button 
my suit coat, work some Cremo into my hair, add some 
cologne and check myself from head to toe. | use his electric 
toothbrush because | forgot to brush this morning. I'll watch 
this on the video later today and forget that it’s actually me. 
One more quick check and I’m on my way to lunch at the 
New York City Bar building. 


In my car | find my briefcase and sunglasses to claim as 
mine. The valet greets ‘Mr. Haddock’ and takes the 911. | 
stroll in like | Know the place but I’m lost where to go. | 
pretend to be checking my phone when | feel a hand on my 
shoulder. 


“Mr. District Attorney, | didn’t think you were going to make 
it.” 





| recognize the voice from the recording, turn around and 
recognize the face from the NYCB website | checked out. 
“Mr. Parker, | had a quick change in plans, the fire was put out, so here | am.” 


Page 39 


“Well, I’m glad you made it. The less talking | do, the happier people tend to be.” We laugh 
at his joke. “But | was counting on having your chicken. We have the best chef here as you 
know, probably why you moved heaven and earth to be here right?” 


“You know me. | promise not to talk long either. | just have a quick update.” | pat my breast 
pocket. He places his hand on my neck like a fatherly figure and guides me to the huge 
ballroom. 


All the way he’s talking about the Supreme Court and the pending cases before it. Ever 
since | said yes to be Mark, I’ve been digesting all the legal news, logging in to Mark’s 
bookmarks and following his history. 


I’m seated at the table right next to the podium, with a name plate declaring “The Honorable 
Mark Robert Haddock”. Everyone else is already seated and thanks to all the name plates, | 
have everyone’s name and law firm at my disposal. As | glance across the room, | spot 
Stefan a few tables away. He’s the only other person from the office who accepted and 
knew | was blowing this off. He gives me an acknowledging nod of approval. Lunch is 
served, then the main speaker talks about corporate law. Towards the end, Bret Parker 
stands and says. “We appreciate the Honorable Mark Robert Haddock, the Manhattan 
District Attorney, making time out of his very busy day for us.” 


There’s polite applauses, | stand up, button my suit jacket and take the podium. I’ve never 
been in front of such a large crowd but watched many of Mark’s videos from all sorts of 
events. “Fellow Bar members, It’s an honor to be here today. A few hours ago, | didn’t think 
I'd make it due to a legal fire but here | am, and thank god Bret didn’t steal my chicken.” 


| deliver his speech adding a bit of humor and some other minor changes. I’m very popular 
with this crowd. Afterwards, people are coming up to chat about almost anything—from 
legal questions to offers to fix me up with their daughters. 


Stefan comes up to me. “Hey, shouldn’t you be on your way to the Hamptons?” 
“Long story but Emily has to work late, we can’t leave till tomorrow morning.” 
“Hmmm, O'Keef's?” He smiles at me. 

“Sure, need a ride back to the office?” 


Stefan accepts my offer but we network another 30 minutes before driving back to my 
office. Knowing Todd was stopping by the office later, | play a prank on him. First | call Kristy 
and have her reinstate my meeting with Todd. Then | text Todd from my burner phone 
warning him that Emily cancelled on Mark and they’re heading up tomorrow morning. He 
replies back. “Wow, good to know so | don’t open my big mouth to the real Mark.” 


Stefan doesn’t suspect a thing, completely buying my story. It’s 3pm by the time we get 
back to the office. We walk in together, attorneys returning to the office. | continue Mark’s 
day without any trouble. At 40m, Todd knocks on the door and comes in. 


“Hey, change of plans?” He greets me. 


Page 40 


| have no intention of letting Todd know I’m not Mark. “Well, | was supposed to be at mom’s 
place with Emily by now but her boss got sick so that’s put off till tomorrow morning. So 
Stefan and | did the NYCB luncheon as planned, and | had Kristy reinstate my afternoon. 
Sorry for messing with your schedule but | really wanted to discuss donations.” 


“Not a problem. Tammy has the google spend set, contact signed, just waiting for your 
announcement.” Mark fills his boss in. 


“That’s great, the announcement can’t happen till January but it’s good to have everything 
lined up and contract in place.” 


“While I’m thinking of it? How is the lease coming along?” 
“Final walk through Monday, we should be good to sign next week for it.” 


“It'll be great being in our old campaign headquarters building. Hopefully it’s good luck. Oh, 
next spring, we start golf tournaments for networking. I’d like to have $1m in the bank by 
labor day.” Mark was good enough to create a campaign strategy which he hasn’t shared 
with anyone. Using it with Todd adds to my Mark identity. 


“That’s ambitious.” Todd is concerned. 


We talk for 30 minutes and | don’t sense that he suspects anything about ‘Mark’. I’m proud 
of my performance. 


“| appreciate you coming in short notice. I’ve got to finish up a few things, then I’m meeting 
Stefan at O'Keef's for happy hour if you want to join us?” 


“Sure, I’m heading there right now. | need some fried mushrooms, forgot lunch today.” 
“As long as they’re not the mushrooms you fed me weeks ago, save a few for me.” 


| watch him leave then observe everyone else leaving till I’m the last one. When the coast is 
Clear, | lean back in my overstuff chair and call Todd from my burner phone. 


“Hey buddy. Thanks for the heads up. | really could have ruined things for us.” 
“No problem, want to grab a drink somewhere? I'll wear a disguise.” | laugh. 


“No, sorry can’t. | want to keep an eye on Stefan and Mark, joining them for happy hour. In 
fact I’m there now waiting for them. Where you at?” 


“You won’t believe it, I’m at Times Square. I’m bummed | can’t play Mark tonight. Hey, give 
him some mushrooms and call me.” | joke. 


“Won’t happen, he still remembers that forgotten night and is leery of my drugs.” 
“Damn, well, I’m finding a dive bar and I'll see you at home later.” 


15 minutes later | waltz into O'Keef's and join Stefan and Todd. They hand me a whisky neat 
and we ogle the women and talk baseball. An hour later, Todd buries his face in his phone 
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and starts looking up at me oddly. When Stefan takes a bathroom break, Todd looks at me 
sternly. “So you made it to the Hamptons after all. Funny how you can be at two places at 
the same time.” 


“Damn Tony and his cams and sensors.” | smile at him. 
“You fucker, you played me completely.” 
“| thought of it as practice.” | laugh at him. 


“Fuck, | could be with Tammy right now, possibly getting laid tonight but | didn’t want to say 
anything to Mark about dating and didn’t want to let him and Stefan plot behind my back.” 


“Go man, | can handle Stefan.” | assure him. 
“Just be careful, don’t do anything memorable.” 


| see Stefan coming back from the mens room and quickly adopt Mark’s uptight identity. 
“Go Todd, have fun, I’ll see you monday.” 


Todd looks at me funny then realizes what I’m doing. “Okay guys, I’m out of here. Duty 
Calls.” He slaps both of us on the back and leaves. 


“Some woman texted him about doing dinner.” | say to a questioning Stefan. 


“Oh, good for him.” He looks at his watch. “Well, I’m going to run too boss. Tee time at Gam 
at Ferry Point with dad and some family friends.” 


“Yeah, I’m out of here too.” We finish our drinks and walk back together. When we get to the 
lobby | say to Stefan. “I’m going to check on a few things then head to Emily’s. Have a good 
weekend.” 


I’m waved through security with no issue and head up to my office. | just want to enjoy 
some ‘Mark Haddock’ time in my office. Walking into a huge office lined with walls of law 
books and awards, sitting behind a huge desk in a leather chair and looking at all the 
trappings of the ‘Honorable Mark Robert Haddock’ is quite an aphrodisiac. | can’t wait 
much longer to take his place. 


| check my emails but don’t respond to any of them. Bret Parker left me a message and 
invited me golfing tomorrow at Garden City Country Club with his son and NY Senator 
Jonathan Simpson. |’m flattered by the invite and I’m just as good as Mark according to 
Todd. | caddied in High School but never got good at it. | jump up and go to Mark’s awards 
shelf. Out of all the 20 awards on the shelf, there’s only a few for golf and none of them are 
1st place. | did notice clubs in his home office closet while he was passed out in it. ‘/ could 
play golf as Mark tomorrow with a US Senator. How wild is that?’ | think to myself. 


To hell with it, | call Bret back. | could replace him tomorrow if | have to. “Bret, Hi, Mark 
Haddock returning your call.” 
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“Thanks for calling me back, we need a 4th and | thought of you. | know you’re not much of 
a golfer but neither am I, my son and Senator Simpson. You caught his attention and he’s 
interested in meeting you. Interested?” 


“Certainly, It’d be an honor.” 
“Very good, we’ll pick you up tomorrow about 7am.” 


| hang up and go into panic mode. | can’t meet the Senator wearing his old golf clothes and 
using his dingy clubs | saw in his closet. Then | remember the Golf Center just down the 
street. | grab my briefcase, run out to my car and speed there. The salesman recognizes 
who | am and jumps to help me. | head home an hour later with all new clothes, golf clubs 
and bag, spending about $4000 total and it barely fits in the 911. 


| get home about 9pm and try to relax. A tumbler of Rittenhouse Whiskey calms me enough 
to fall asleep. I’m not worried about being Mark tomorrow. I’ll look the part, his golf game is 
a joke base on the crappy clubs and wardrobe. I’ll just play 18 holes, have lunch and thank 
the Senator for his interest but I’m happy where | am for right now. 


They pick me up at 7am sharp in the Senator’s Range Rover. I’m up to date with my fashion 
—All Jordan Spieth and Under Armour. A new Callaway bag and forged iron clubs will fool 
everyone into thinking I’m a decent golfer. We all play the 18 holes like ‘duffers’ but the 
Senator just barely beat me out. The whole morning the Senator drills me on my family 
history, political slant and running for higher office. Basically it was an interview and | passed 
with flying colors. He hands me his card with his private cell and asks me to call when I’m 
looking for my next step. 


I’m back in the condo by 1pm and immediately call Todd about lunch. We meet in a dive bar 
in Soho. | wear my sunglass and hat again. 


He spots me instantly. “So how’s life Mark?” 


“Great actually. | played golf today with Senator Simpson, Bret Parker of the New York City 
Bar and his soon to need a job son.” | had him the Senator’s card. 


“What? How is that laying low?” Todd complains. 


“| didn’t have anything to do, they offered, | accepted. Mark is not much of a golfer at all, so 
| blew about $4000 on new gear for today.” 


“Mark sucks, | mean he really sucks. Are you any good?” 
“| came in second behind the Senator but we were all duffers.” 
“What if the Senator or Parker calls Mark next week?” 


“| have their numbers programmed to only come to me. We just need to get me in place 
asap.” 


Page 43 


“Yeah, I’d say so or we’re going to get caught and all end up in jail. You for impersonating an 
officer of the court, the highest officer in all of New York!” 


“| couldn’t help it, plus I’m ready. | barely respond to my real name any more. | have his 
personal life nailed and I’m almost there with his career.” 


“Let’s talk to Tony tomorrow. The Classic car show and Gala are next Saturday. We’ve talked 
about going. It’s the best place to do it since there’s no one around the estate.” 


Back at Mark’s condo | spend the rest of the day checking everything out, learning where 
things are and constantly watching the feeds from the Hampton. | watch him impress her 
with the grand tour, showing off his toys and fucking her in his bedroom. She sucks him off 
while he’s sitting on the edge of the pool and she’s in it. They fuck in the hot tub. They’re 
‘christening’ the entire house it seems. I’m so disgusted, pissed off and extremely jealous. | 
want to kill him myself. 


I’m up all night Saturday watching it repeat multiple times. I’m screaming at the phone. Todd 
picks me up early Sunday morning and drives us back to the Hamptons. His BMW is filled 
with all my new golf gear. 
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REMOVING FROM OFFICE 


“Tony, trust me I’m ready. And with your plan to keep Mark on hand for information, I’ll be 
fine jumping right in.” | plead. 


“Dad, he’s ready. After his little stunt on Friday, the NYCB luncheon and golf outing 
Saturday, he’s as much Mark as Mark is. | was shocked when | found out | was with the 
imposter Friday afternoon in his office and happy hour.” Todd backs me up. 


“On the job training is always the best. You’ll be jumping into the fire but like you said, 
you’re ready. And just looking at you, who would doubt your identity? No one knows he has 
a twin. There’s no reason anyone should doubt your identity” Tony concedes. 


I’m anxious the entire next week, ready for my new life and lover. | took a bar exam ‘test’ 
online and barely failed. | try to anticipate his responses to emails and situations and 90% of 
the time, my responses match his. I’ve watch every video on him that’s on Youtube or on his 
computer. On Wednesday night Mark suggests Emily moves in with him. She accepts but 
only after her parents from Indiana, visit in September. Mark is also thinking of engagement 
rings, asking Stefan for advice Thursday morning. 


Thursday night | watch Mark pack for the weekend. He’s on the speaker phone telling Emily 
about the Gala, that it’s black tie, and to wear something extremely sexy with a slit to piss 
off Todd and everyone else. ‘The Manhattan District Attorney need to have the best eye 
candy at the event to detract from his frumpy looks.’ he jokes with her. 


“Oh baby, you’re far from frumpy and you know it.” She doesn’t stroke his ego. 


All Friday I’m buzzing around Tony’s house checking on the cell, double checking security 
cameras and watching Mark’s last day in the office. | see him leaving his office early at 4 pm, 
and they arrive at 7 pm after hellish traffic on the 495. I’m glued to my iPhone watching 
everything till 2am after their night swimming in the pool and fucking in the hot tub. 


The car show starts at 10am. Todd calls Mark at 7am to wake him up and take him to 
breakfast. Todd assures him that Tony is away on business and he’s at the house by himself. 
We watch Mark stumble out of bed, toss on some clothes and mumble goodbye to a still 
sleeping girlfriend. Mark jumps into Todd’s BMW still half asleep. As they pull out of the 
driveway, Mark leans his seat back and Todd sprays him with an aerosol form of Isoflurane. 
Mark is knocked out immediately. 


Mark pulls into Tony’s garage and shuts the garage door. A gang quickly pulls Mark out of 
the car and carries him downstairs to the cell. Tony says the Isoflurane will keep him out for 
an hour. He’s stripped of everything. | pull off my sweat pants and t-shirt and the team 
dresses him while | start pull on his identity. 


I’m sure Mark’s intention this morning was just to get out the door and eat. He threw on 

exactly what he had on yesterday. That’s fine by me. | pull on his boxer briefs and socks, 

then his skinny jeans and a simple white t-shirt. | slip into his, no my favorite Chelsea boots 
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and top it off with a black & white casual sweater. It’s trendy and looks great on me. I'll 
change into the suit he packed for the car show when | get back and wake up Emily. They 
removed a necklace from him. It’s something I’ve never seen him wear but | slip it around 
my neck for now. | slip on my Rolex and class ring, feel my wallet in my back pocket. My cell 
phone and keys are in my sweater pocket. 


“How do | look Todd?” He’s been quietly watching but not 
saying a word. 


“You look great Mark, except you don’t have any product in 
your hair.” 


| look at Tony. “Are we all good here, boss?” 
“Yeah, go have fun. Call me sometime.” He jokes. 


| run up to my bedroom, into the bathroom and quickly add a 
little Cremo to my hair. Todd is right behind me. | turn around 
and stare the question at him. 





“Yes, now you’re perfect Mark.” 


“One other thing.” | pick up the cloned phone and turn off the intercept app and unblock all 
numbers. “I need to restore my iPhone, unblocks calls et cetera.” 


“Good thinking.” 


We jump back in Todd’s car and head to a little diner just down the road. From this moment 
on, I’m the only Mark Haddock. We eat quickly and head back to mom’s place. | open the 
garage up and smile at the cars. Woody, my mechanic and family friend was here all week 
pampering them. | jump in the 356, start her up and pull out into the large driveway. | rev the 
engine some and drive around in a circle. 


“Are you ever gonna let me drive it?” Todd runs up to the car. 
“What do you think?” 
“You never have.” He frowns. 


“Exactly, it means the world to me Todd, it was my grandfather’s, you Know that but | will let 
you ride in it today.” | smile wickedly at him. 


Just then, there’s a yell for ‘Mark’ from the porch. It’s Emily standing there in a silk dressing 
gown looking like sex on a stick. 


“Excuse me Todd.” | run towards her with a big smile. “Hey honey you’re up.” 


“Yeah, | was up and heard the engine.” 
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| walk up to her, smile and pull her in for a good morning kiss. “You must be hungry. | had 
Lena pick up a ton of food for us. There’s bagels and lox, cinnamon buns, chicken, 
hamburgers.” 


“Peanut butter rolls?” She asks sweetly. 
“What do you think?” | smile and kiss her again. “I'll feed you.” 


| got alerts yesterday morning and watched Lena and Woody come and go. | checked out 
everything after they left. “Todd you coming? We’ve got middletown peanut butter rolls.” 


“What about the show?” He yells back. 
| look at my Rolex. “We’ve got plenty of time. As long as we’re there by 10am, we’ll be fine.” 


| wrap my arm around her waist and walk her into the house. Todd follows us into the 
kitchen. At the island, | open up the baked goods and show her the buns. She cutely claps 
her hands together in happiness. I’ve dreamt of this moment for days—me serving my 
girlfriend. 


“Have you showered yet?” She gives me the look. 


“No, this one dragged me out of bed, thinking the show started at 8am.” | nod to Todd and 
give him dirty looks. 


“Hey, | didn’t Know, but now | Know why you smell so funny.” Todd fires back. 
Emily is picking at her bun, sipping coffee, laughing at our banter. 


“So why don’t you head home, get ready and I’ll pick you up as soon as | shower and 
change.” | smile at Emily and she gets my meaning. 


“Hey, how about | take the 356. It’s faster than my BMW, so | won’t be late.” 
“Don’t even think it.” | throw him dirty looks. 


“See you in a few, don’t be late.” Todd warns me. 
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FUCK 


Todd heads out the door and Emily comes over to me. “I waited to take a shower with you.” 


She grabs my hand and we run up the stairs to the bathroom. She drops her robe, steps out 
of her panties and into the running shower. | strip instantly, and join her with a raging hard 
on. I’ve been dreaming of this moment for weeks—having her all to myself. | force her 
against the wall, force my tongue down her throat and start teasing her pussy with the tip of 
my cock. 


“Oh yeah, babe.” She moans and purrs. 
Without asking, | plunge into her and she screams in joy. “Oh honey.” 


| pump her harder and faster. She wails in ecstasy and in a minute she’s climaxing and | 
follow a second later. | continue to kiss her lovingly as we regain our senses. We intuitively 
start washing each other and | can’t keep my hands off her. She’s washing my balls, I’m 
washing her breasts. My cock is getting excited again. 


She steps out first grabbing a pink cotton robe, | help myself to the gray one near by. 
“Are you sure you don’t want to come to the show?” | beg her, wanting her by my side. 


“Nah, You boys have fun with your toys, I’m going to sun bathe in the nude. Why don’t you 
join me?” 


Mark would never blow off an opportunity to show off his pride and joy 356. “Oh honey, | 
have to show up. A Haddock has always displayed at the show, starting with my grandfather 
and his 356, going back to 1960. Tell you what, | should be home by 2 and we'll have the 
rest of the weekend.” 


She looks stunning with her wet hair flowing over the robe. “l’ll be at the pool taking in the 
morning rays babe.” 


She leaves me in the bathroom smiling at myself in the mirror. My penis is stiff again, | could 
go for a second round already but can’t be late. | dry off, swipe on deodorant, brush my 
teeth and work some Cremo into my hair. 


His outfit for today is easy to determine. | watched him pack a 
tuxedo for tonight, and a blue suit for “The Bridge” classic car 
show. Looking through years of previous shows on their website, 
it’s a very formal event. Men are in suits or sport coats and 
women in dresses, no sweats or sweaters. 


The suit is hanging in the closet, along with a white dress shirt. 
There’s no tie only black loafers with a black belt rolled up inside 
them. | watch myself as | pull on all my new clothes, add my 
necklace, ring and Rolex. | look great— Mark Haddock, the 
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young, successful, Manhattan District Attorney. 


Before | leave, | find Emily out by the pool, totally naked. How can | leave that? | walk over 
to her. 


“?m leaving, you sure?” | ask. 


She rolls on her side towards me and smiles. Her sexy smile and perfect breasts inviting me 
in. “Are you sure? Get over here, there’s something a little ‘off’.” 


| walk closer, not sure what she’s talking about. | check myself as | approach her. She sits up 
in the lounge chair, grabs my pants, unbuckles my belt and unzips my pants. She tenderly 
fishes my penis through my briefs and starts sucking me off. It’s incredible, she takes the 
whole thing in without gagging. I’m sure this is exactly how Mark would have prepped for 
the car show. | cum in minutes and she takes it all in. She stands up, and kisses me with my 
own cum still in her mouth. 


She pulls away and smiles. “See, no messy clean up.” 
| smile back. “I'll see you at two, right back here. Have a great morning honey.” 


If | don’t leave now, two minutes from now, I’ll be stiff again and I’ll never leave. | run out to 
the 356, jump in, put on the sunglasses and head to Tony’s place. 
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TWO MARKS 


| pull right up to the grand entrance and jump out of my baby. She’s so sweet to drive but | 
have to get use to the manual. | run in but there’s no one around. | head down to the 
basement to Mark’s new home. There’s a guard stationed at the bottom of the stairs. | 
recognize him from earlier. 


“He just woke up a minute ago, been screaming for attention. No one has talked to him. | 
had to turn the volume down but he’s quiet now.” The guard points to the monitor showing 
multiple angles of him. He’s chained to the wall but is able to walk around, use the toilet and 
sink. 


“I’m going to chat with him.” | smile. 


| walk in and his mouth drops. “Hey, hope the accommodations 
are to your standards?” 


He’s speechless, taking in my appearance. | flash him a perfect 
‘Mark’ smile. “Cat got your tongue?” 


“Who the fuck are you? You look like me.” He stutters slightly. 
“?’m Mark Robert Haddock, who else would | be?” | answer back. 
“How is that possible? Cloning?” He’s still a little dazed. 


“Nothing for you to worry about. I’m going to be taking over for a 
bit, cleaning up some of your messes and helping some friends. 
Don’t worry, no one will ever know. When I’m done, you can either 
sound like a loon yelling “It wasn‘t me, it was an evil twin.” Or just accept what happened 
and continue living your life.” 





“You'll never get away with it.” 


“Oh please, you should have seen yourself fucking Emily in the shower just an hour ago. 
Then when | went to leave, she gave me a blowjob by the pool. She’s clueless and so will 
everyone else you deal with. Now | need to get to ‘The Bridge’, I’m showing grandpa’s 356 
again this year. People love it. | love driving it.” 


“You fucker! That’s not your car. It means the world to me.” He screams. 


“You fucker! That’s not your car. It means the world to me.” | copy him exactly. “Just look at 
me. | love this suit by the way, the fit and quality are impeccable. Thanks for adding the 
pocket square.” | walk over to the mirror, adjust the cuffs and admire myself. “I look great 
driving my baby. Oh and the Tuxedo, the Brioni, will look great on me tonight I’m certain of 
it, especially with Emily hanging on my arm, fondling my cock under the table.” 
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“Who the fuck are you, why are you doing this?” He screams and tugs at his chain 
demanding an answer. 


“We’ve been through this, for now I’m Mark Haddock, got it? Now, while I’m away, there’s 
paper and pen in the nightstand. Please jot down the combination for the safe at mom’s 
place. Please don’t make me call a lock smith and have it opened because | forgot the 
combination. Or we could just drug you for answers. It’s up to you.” 


“You fucking asshole.” He screams and jumps out of the bed but the chain holds him back. 
| walk out and Todd is waiting for me. “That was fun.” 


“You caused him to have a stroke almost.” Todd laughs. “Hey, we have to run now. There'll 
be a lot of people today that know you. I'll point them out to you ‘Mark’, have your back.” 


“Thanks Todd, you’re a great friend.” | smile at him and we head to the country club. Todd 
fills me in on what’s going to happen with Mark. He’ll only have access to me and two 
guards. No one in the Caputo family will make contact with him. He has no clue where he’s 
at. The drugs used on him early this morning wiped a few hours from his memory. He may 
remember waking up but that’s all. | can visit as much or as little as | want. Living in 
Manhattan, it’ll probably be mostly weekends. He’ll have access to television and an 
‘incoming only’ iPad where | can FaceTime with him. 


We’re just on time as we pull into our designated spot. All the cars are roped off, a 
description card is mounted on a gold stand next to them. Mine teaches me a lot about ‘my’ 
grandfather’s car and there’s even a pic of him holding me in his arms next to it. It brought 
tears to my eyes. | saw some detailer in the trunk so | give her a quick dusting, then pull out 
the floor mats to clean them. I’ve seen these pretentious shows on Television but this is my 
very first. 


There’s a bar set up in the center serving coffee and mimosas. | stick with coffee while Todd 
starts on the mimosas. Judges start inspecting every car. You’re not allowed to be near your 
car as they’re inspecting it nor can you talk to them. Todd and | make our rounds, talking to 
all our old friends. I’m just Mark Haddock, hobnobbing with the upper class of the 
Hamptons, like | do every year. Todd is invaluable with pointing out who everyone is and 
providing a little background. 


By noon time, little sandwiches are served along with beer and wine. The judges are still 
making the rounds. Mine is one of the last to be inspected. At 1:30, everyone is summoned 
to the platform near the pond. James Welsh, the Bridge president, announces the top three 
finisher. For the first time ever, | take 1st prize and rush to the microphone. 


“This is quite an honor. | know my grandfather is smiling in heaven watching all this. Thank 
you so much. Oh, that’s me in the pic, being held by my grandfather. Thank you so much.” | 
tear up On purpose, people are hugging and congratulating me. They remind every one of 
the Gala and the charity auction later. Todd and | hang around till a little after 2, then | drop 
him off and head ‘home’. 
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POOL TIME 


| enter the house and Emily is fast asleep, naked under the umbrella. | don’t wake her. 
Instead | head upstairs and start changing. I’m hoping for a blowjob on the edge of the pool 
like ‘I’ve’ had before, then sex in the hot tub. As is ‘my’ habit, | strip out of my suit and hang 
everything back in the closet. In the leather duffle bag, my bright green, very sheer bathing 
suit jumps out at me. | got them in Jamaica weeks ago and they look great on me. | pull 
them on, loving the thought that I’m taking over Mark’s life with no issues. 


In the mirror, | check myself out and adjust my penis where Mark’s had been before. My 

_ tattoos look great on. | remove my watch and necklace then tuck 
my iPhone into my pocket. Time for some fun with my girlfriend. 
’'m loving my life. 







| head down to the kitchen and grab the Rittenhouse whisky | 
opened last night. | find the same, rinsed out tumbler | used last 
night and fill it up. I’m a stickler for details and last night | 
watched him do the same thing. 


Emily is still sleeping away as | approach her quietly. | stare at 
an angel. She’s mine, I’m her’s. | lean over her and very gently 
start kissing her on the lips. She wraps her arms around my 
neck and | climb on top of her. My cock is throbbing as | take 
her arms and gently move them back over her head. | love 
kissing her, grinding on her. 


“You're back. | missed you. | can feel you missed me.” She giggles. 
“Oh, you don’t know have much I’ve missed you.” | start pulling down my bathing suit. 


| take total control, holding her arms and slowly start fucking her. She’s moaning and getting 
louder, the more | penetrate her. “Oh fuck Mark, are you on those mushrooms again?” 


“No honey, it’s all you. I’m so in love with you.” 


She smiles, moans louder and starts to pant. | start ejaculating as she starts climaxing. Our 
timing is always in sync, unlike her with Mark. I’m certain she faked an orgasm a few times 
with him. | flip over onto the adjacent lounge chair, pull up my bathing suit and collapse. | 
doze off till | feel Emily take my hand. 


“Want to share an Italian sub?” 


“Sure, sounds great.” | sit up and look around the back yard, then further out to the ocean. 
I’m totally relaxed and take a sip of my whiskey. It’s an acquired taste that I’m getting used 
to, just like looking at my body and seeing tattoos and someone else’s short. They’re all 
mine now. 
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Emily comes back with our simple lunch. She saw the first place trophy from earlier and | tell 
her about the whole show. | tell her we’re taking the 356 to the Gala tonight but I’ll drive 
slow to not mess up her hair. After lunch we jump in the pool and float around, make out 
and enjoy each other. She notices my hard on again. Exactly like a few weeks ago, | jump up 
on the edge of the pool and say to her. “You want desert?” 


She plays like a shark and comes over. | lift myself up using my arms, she pulls down my 
shorts and starts sucking me off. When | get time, I’ll compare my blowjob to the one from 
weeks ago. | shoot a load in her mouth and like before she loves kissing me with it. | think 
it’s hot that we’re so close, swapping bodily fluids. 


We jump back on the lounge chair and | take her hand. I’ve listened to our conversations for 
weeks and easily pick up from where we left off from last night in bed. | tell her | won’t push 
her to move in with me, knowing how her parents would react. Also, | need some ‘Mark’ 
time to really Know my new life. 


| doze off again, only to wake up to her calling for Mark. | rub my eyes and see her in the hot 
tub waiting for me. | Know exactly what to do and my shorts are already feeling tight. | 
saunter over, take off my shorts and step down in the hot tub. Before | even get completely 
in the hot tub, she grabs my rock hard penis and pulls me in. She gets what she wanted, in 
another duplicated performance. 


It’s only 5pm and I’ve had a record amount of sex. We relax in the hot tub then get up and 
start to get ready for the Gala. | can’t keep my hands off her or my penis down, as we head 
inside. She jumps in the bathroom and | jump back into bed. When she comes out, I’m 
waiting for her. 


“Again?” She smiles at me and crawls on top of me. 
“You know me.” | remind her. 
“We’re both insatiable nymphomaniacs.” She giggles. 


She straddles and rides me hard. | throw my head back and 
watch her in amazement. Again we start climaxing at the 
same time. She falls off my cock and | hold her in my arms, 
kiss her neck. 


We jump in the shower and wash each other. | Know every 
part of her body and she knows ‘my’ body. She doesn’t 
question any part of my identity. I’m totally accepted as her 
loving boyfriend. We dry each other then start getting ready, 
standing next to each other at the counter. | watch her every move, enjoying as she brushes 
her hair and puts on make up. | dig through my bag, find my beard trimmer, tidy up my 
beard, swipe on deodorant and spritz on my favorite Creed Aventus cologne. 





I’ve never worn a tuxedo in my life. I’ve seen plenty of pics of ‘me’ in tuxedos and can’t wait 
to see myself in one. With Emily on at my side, we’re going to kill it tonight. 
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| pull out the leather Brioni tuxedo bag and start laying everything out. The whole theme for 
tonight seems to be Brioni. ‘l’ carefully packed for the Gala. In a velour bag, hung around 
the suit bag, are shiny black leather loafers with sheer silk stockings tucked inside them. 
There’s cufflinks and studs already added to the Brioni shirt. The pants are lined to the 
Knees and have suspenders added to them. | pull on the black silk underwear | found in my 
duffle, pull on the socks and step into the pants. Everything fits as to be expected. | shirt is 
next but it takes time to button up the studs. 


Now the tricky part. When | realized tonight was black tie, | spent the last week learning to 
tie a bow tie. | walk into the bathroom to use the mirror and Emily watches me put on my 
bowtie. | pop my collar and it takes two tries to get it perfect. I’ll bet Mark couldn’t have 
done much better. This was much easier than | expected. 


Back in the bedroom, | slip into my ‘loafers’, add my Rolex and pull on my tuxedo jacket 
which has a silk white pocket square already tucked into the breast pocket. When | add my 
wallet and iPhone to my jacket | notice ‘Bespoke Brioni for Mark Haddock’ stitched into the 
lining. | fix my cuffs, check myself for any flaws but find none. 


Emily is still fussing when | enter the bathroom, walk up behind her, grab her waist and 
whisper softly in her ear. “You’re beautiful darling, absolutely stunning. You’re going to make 
every man there want to be me.” 


She turns around to face me, glances at me, wraps her arms around me and jokes. “You 
clean up pretty well too but | prefer you naked.” 


She turns back to the mirror and | can’t take my hands off her. My pants are starting to tent 
again, I’m getting aroused just watching her primp herself. | start kissing her neck. 


“Babe, I’ll never finish if you keep distracting me.” She warns me. | back away and put my 
hands up. “Babe, you’re not wearing the Patek?” 


“Patek?” | have no idea what she’s referring to. 
“The Patek Phillipe, instead of the Rolex.” 
“Oh right, | totally forgot.” So she’s talking about a watch. 


I’m at a lost for what to do. Without hesitating, she heads to my bag, unzips one of the end 
pockets and pulls out a black oval leather box and hands it to me. She runs back into the 
bathroom to finish herself. | open the box and stare at this exquisite watch that puts my 
Rolex to shame. | Keep my expression in check as | remove the Rolex and replace it with the 
Patek Phillipe. 


| go back to the bathroom, wrap my arms around her so she can see my watch. “Happy?” 


“Well, you went to all that trouble getting it from your safe deposit box, and don’t it look so 
much classier. Everyone has a Rolex or Rolex knockoff these days.” 


‘Another question for my double.’ | think to myself. “True, I’m so used to wearing the Rolex, 


Todd’s father gave us each one at graduation.” 
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“So he’s a slime bag, possibly a killer but you keep the gift? I’d sell it and give the money to 
charity or something.” 


Mark has really been shooting off about Tony. “Possibly is the point—innocent till proven 
guilty. Todd is a great guy, nothing like his father. It’s sort of sentimental. | never thought 
about it that way. But | do like the Patek’s subtle elegance.” 


“How do | look?” She steps out of the bathroom. 


“| want to ravish you honey, right here, right now.” | put my arms around her waist and pull 
her in for a kiss. | press my stiff penis against her and smile. 


“We can’t, look at the time.” She giggles. “It’ll take another hour to redo my makeup after 
you lick it off me.” 


“Not down there.” | notion to her pussy. “Take off your panties for the night, it’ll make things 
easier tonight.” 


“Why Mr Haddock, I’m appalled at a man of your stature suggesting such a thing—that we 
have sex at the gala.” 


“I’m not suggesting, I’m planning ahead. | may not last till we get home tonight.” 


“Are you sure you’re not on those mushrooms again. I’d hate for you to forget this 
weekend.” She wiggles her panties down her legs, then steps into her heals. | pick them up 
and sniff them. 


“| promise I'll never forget this weekend and neither will you. Your scent drives me wild, you 
know that, right?” 


“Lets just say | Know how to control you and leave it at that.” She smiles wickedly at me. 

“| do love you, you know that too.” 

“That’s the third time this week. | love you too Mark.” 

| escort her out to the 356, open the door for her and hand her a wild patterned wind scarf. 
“What is this?” She asks. 


“It’s a wind scarf to protect your hair while we’re driving. | got it from a woman at the car 
show today. She asked if | was bringing the 356 tonight. | told her | wasn’t sure because my 
girlfriend wouldn’t want her hair ruined. She gave it to me so I’d drive my baby.” 


“You were talking to another woman?” 

“Yes, an 80 year old woman and she was hot. | almost eloped with her.” 

“Well, | hope this looks as good on me as it did her. I’d hate to lose you to Mrs. Robinson.” 
“Mrs. Jenkins.” | correct her. 
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“Ha! You got her name and probably her phone number.” 
“Nah, | couldn’t figure out how to enter it into her rotary phone she carries around.” 


Emily slaps my hand and starts putting it on. I’m high as | stroll around to the driver’s side, 
jump in and take off. We get there a little early and the valet eagerly runs out greeting ‘Mr. 
Haddock’. | secretly swell with confidence, being instantly recognized as Mark Haddock. 


| stroll in with Emily on one arm, a $700,000 Patek on the other and wearing a $40,000 
Bespoke Brioni tux. | googled the watch and searched receipts for Brioni tuxedo as | was 
using the bathroom. Afterwards, | realized why | felt like a million bucks—I’m wearing a 
million bucks. 


We’re greeted by the Bridge committee. | introduce Emily Banner as my girlfriend to 
everyone. People are calling me ‘Mr. District Attorney’, shaking my hand and hitting me up 
for favors. It’s slowly sinking in that I’m now a very powerful man—golfing with Senators, 
heir to a family automobile empire and Yale alumni. When | walk up to the bar the bartender 
hands me whiskey dry without asking, then asks what Ms. Banner would like. 


There’s a backdrop set up for photos and everyone is 
lining up after getting drinks. Emily surprises me when it’s 
our turn. When the photographer tries to direct our photo, 
telling us to say ‘cheese’, she grabs my face, kisses me 
and we start making out. The line erupts in cheers. 


As we’re leaving the backdrop, Emily visits the ‘powder 
room’ which | find really cute. Todd comes over to chat 


“Hey Mark, I’ve been looking for you.” He greets me. 
“Hey buddy, quite the event as always.” | say in my best 


Mark impersonation. “Emily just went to the ‘powder 
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room . 


“You look great man. How are things going?” 





“Extremely well. The sex is incredible and look at me. Check out this Patek Phillipe watch, it 
makes my Rolex feel like a Timex. This Tuxedo, a $40,000 Bespoke Brioni.” | whisper to him 
and button my jacket. 


“Fuck, | knew you were worth half a billion maybe?” 
“You didn’t read Tony’s report? More like $3B.” 
“Fuck, speaking of which, thanks for the entertainment.” Todd smiles. 


“Oh the pics, we were just having fun. She says it’s a side of her | haven’t seen yet and | 
loves it. | really think I’m in love.” 


“No, you seem to have forgotten about the video cams.” 
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“Oh fuck, | forgot about them. You saw all that?” 


“All of it. Dad was very impressed with your ‘staying’ power, and fast recovery. He even had 
it uploaded to our guest’s iPad to torment him.” Todd snickers. 


“Ha, ha... She’s so fucking incredible, she really is. Hey, one last thing before she comes 
back. Apparently “I” told her some horrible things about Tony’s ‘business’ and him possibly 
killing people. She got upset when | told her about the Rolexes.” 


“That son of a bitch.” 


“Pll bring her around, I’m sure | can with some new information we uncovered at work.... 
Hey, here she comes.” 


“Hey honey, what took you so long.” 


“You know women and bathrooms. Hey Todd, you look snazzy, where’s your date?” Emily 
explains. 


“I lost her, she was talking to my aunt about me and they wandered off. Guess | should go 
look for her, or find a replacement.” Todd jokes and Emily punches him in the arms. 


A minute later, I’m accosted by a reporter asking me about the gala, my award winning car 
and my political ambition since he somehow knows I’ve been golfing with Senator Simpson. 
| show off Emily, then give him a political answer like Mark would. Thank god I’m now Mark 
Haddock because my predecessor would have been clueless about golfing with the 
Senator. He would have denied golfing with the Senator and who knows what would have 
happened. 


We’re seated for dinner at the same table as Jon Bon Jovi and Gwyneth Paltrow. We have a 
fantastic time the entire evening. Even while having dinner, Emily discreetly teases my penis 
under the table, rubbing her hands in my groin. When dinner is finished, Emily reminds me of 
something. 


“Remember that thing you had me remove for you?” 
Panties! It hits me out of the blue and | grin. “Let’s go for a walk, I’ll show you the grounds.” 


| remember a small alcove of trees down by the ocean near the dunes. | put my arm around 
her waist and guide her to the spot. Moonlight reflecting off the ocean is the only light. She 
loves sex in risky area for some kinky reason. We tuck ourselves into the tree, | grab the 
small of her back and pull her in tight. We start kissing deeply then lay down on the grass. 
She unbuckles my pant and finds my stiff cock. | pull her down onto the grass and start 
fucking her in the moonlight. Unlike previous times, | make this as romantic as possible, 
making it all about her needs. Instead of fucking her, | slowly make love to her, starting with 
a lot of foreplay, then gently penetrating her. When she starts to climax and moans ‘Mark, 
my love’, | explode into her. 


| pull her up and tenderly clean off the back of her dress. She fixes my pants and we double 


check our appearance. As we’re walking back in the afterglow, she whispers. “Babe, thank 
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you for such a wonderful weekend. It’s nice to see you so relaxed. Last time we were here, 
you seemed so tense. | love this more laid back version of you.” 


“| promise to be a new man.” | smile at her and pull her closer as we walk back. 


The night was a major success for me. The best part is driving home with Emily’s hand on 
my lap and head on my shoulder. She’s all mine now. 
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FAMILY TIME 


We wake up late and have our normal shower sex. As we’re having coffee and peanut 
butter rolls, my mom FaceTimes me. 


I’m a little nervous to answer at first but think of way to handle this to my advantage. “Hey 
mom.” 


“Honey, how is everything? Lena said you were having a lot of people at the house?” 


She’s seeing her sweet son but talking to a stranger. Mark FaceTimes with mommy once a 
week. |’ve seen the last four chats and have a file on mom. | flip the camera to introduce 
Emily. “Mom, say hi to Emily. She’s the ‘lot of people’ Lena is referring to although she does 
eat a lot of middletown peanut butter rolls.” 


Emily giggles and throws a roll at me. “Hi Mr.s Haddock. Nice to finally meet you, I’ve heard 
so much about you from Mark.” 


“Oh please, call me Linda honey. You let me know if Mark doesn’t treat you like a princess. 
And Mark honey, she’s much prettier than you told me.” Mom laughs. 


“Emily, she’s messing with you. | turn the iPhone to the trophy.” 


Mom gasps. “Oh my god! You took 1st place, that’s fantastic. | saw pics of you two from 
last night on Vick’s FaceBook page. You both look amazing and the poses were so funny.” 


‘Mom’ talks for 30 minutes, mostly to Emily, and invites us to visit her in Boca soon. My spur 
of the moment strategy of making Emily the focus of the call, took the pressure off me and 
allowed me to ease into Mark’s family life. My first phone call with mom goes off without a 
hitch. I’m officially her little boy. 


. | want to take Emily out for a drive in the BMW Z8 but she wants 
to work on her tan and relax. She wouldn’t care if | drove an old 
beat up pickup truck. That’s fine by me, | have better things to 
do with Tony’s guest. I’ll fuck Emily when | get back from my 
drive. 













| head upstairs and throw on another outfit that Mark packed 
for the weekend. My new style consists of either extremely 
expensive suits and tuxedos, or very casual shirts, jeans and a 
lot of cardigan sweaters. | like his layered t-shirt/sweater style 
for a Sunday in the Hamptons. 


| keep it really casual with a t-shirt, jeans, sweater and 
Chelsea boots. | put away my Patek watch and get back to 
my Rolex. A quick check in the mirror, a kiss goodbye to 
Emily and I’m off to the Caputo home. 
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INFORMATION 


| step out of the car and immediately greeted by Todd, who’s waiting on the porch. 
“Let me guess, driveway sensor?” | ask him. 


“Nope, breakfast. Your breakfast was our entertainment for the morning so far. She really 
got you with the roll. Oh, great job with mom too.” 


“Yeah, | really love her. Love Emily too.” 


“Well, you were perfect last night. You nailed it. | caught your interview with that reporter... 
unbelievable. You’re a natural politician.” 


“I fucked Emily near the dunes after dinner. Love it when she cries out ‘Markkkk’. Speaking 
of which, how’s my other half doing?” 


“Your escapades are pissing him off. He went on a hunger strike for all of 6 hours yesterday. 
He’s only seeing the guards and you.” 


“| need some information from him. It’s not necessary but would make my new life easier.” 


“You’re going to be his only company. By the way.... We’re going to allow him to FaceTime 
with you from your cloned iPhone. It’s one way only. You’ll only be able to call him, he won’t 
be able to call you and anyone else. Should help with information you might need.” 


“Good to know, let me know the number.” 
| head down to the basement and the guards let me in just as they’re serving him breakfast. 


“Oh great, you’re taking time out of my busy life of fucking my girlfriend to pay me a visit.” 
He gives me filthy looks. 


“She’s great isn’t she. For weeks | watched videos of you fucking her, her giving you 
blowjobs in the pool but the shower fucks were my favorites. It was great jerk off material 
but the real sex is so much better. She’s really a nymph and what’s with the sex in public. 
That’s really hot. |, | mean ‘you’, fucked her down near the ocean dunes last night. We make 
a really hot couple.” 


“| saw the interview with Fox, pics of you at the gala and all the sex you’re having at my 
mom’s house. How are you doing this?” 


“Oh the fucking part is easy. She’s hot, she thinks I’m hot and she loves my cock. | know 
that ‘look’ she makes when she wants to fuck.” 


“Il mean pulling off being me.” He gets upset. 
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| pull take off my sweater, then pull off my t-shirt. “Take a good look. Check out my tattoos, 
my face, hair, smile...l am you.” | stand up, pull my t-shirt on and tuck it in. Then | pull on the 
sweater and push back the sleeves, exposing my Rolex—exactly as he wears it. | sit down 
on the chair, my hand with my Yale class ring wraps around the arm to make sure it’s visible 
to him. | do like ‘my’ casual style and throwing it in his face. 


“You fucker, smugly sitting there wearing my favorite sweater, jeans, boots, even my Rolex.” 
He says in disgust. 


“Don’t forget class ring, socks and underwear. Gotta look the part and | love my new style. 
It’s a really good look on us.” | love provoking him. 


“You think you can just waltz into my life and take over?” 


“So far, so good with ‘my’ girlfriend. Mom called this morning and | introduced Emily to her. 
They really hit it off. Mom wants us to visit a few weeks. I’d love to but | doubt I'll be around, 
but you’ll have fun.” 


He has a disgusted look on his face. 


“The hardest part will be tying a tie. It took me a week to figure out the bow tie for last 
night.” | laugh. 


“I’m surprised you didn’t need a clip on.” He fires back. 


“A clip on with a $40,000 Bespoke Brioni? Mark Haddock would never wear such a thing. 
And the Patek, hmmmm made my Rolex feel like a Timex.” 


“Fuck, I’ve never worn them, the Tux or the Patek.” 


“Don’t worry, the tux, shoes, shirt were all a perfect fit, and the Patek was the ‘Piece de 
resistance’. To borrow one of your favorite phrases.” 


He has a look of total disbelief on his face. “How long have you been studying me? You 
have my mannerisms and phrases down.” 


“Long enough.” | don’t answer, Knowing he’s trying to interrogate me. 
“How long are you going to pretend to be me? You can’t keep me here.” 


“Well, it depends on you really. As soon as | help my friends out, collect my $25 million, I’m 
disappearing. So just cooperate a little and in a few weeks you'll be back with your 
nymphobimbo and in your pathetic ass kissing job.” 


“This is about Parker-Freeland, | know it. No one will ever buy me changing my position or 
tactics. My DDA will know something is wrong with ‘me’. I’d never roll over on that.” 


“That’s why, when new evidence is presented, I’ll assign it to Baker or Heitzman. Don’t fret, 
itll all be plausible and believable when ‘you’ decide not to prosecute. And it won’t hurt your 
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political career at all. In fact it could catapult you into national politics. Now, did you do what 
| asked?” 


“Fuck you.” He tosses a sheet of paper at me with my birthday scribbled on it. 
“What’s this? Looks like a date?” | play stupid but recognize it immediately. 


“It’s my fucking birthday. Whenever mom needs a security code, be it her computer, house 
alarm or dad’s safe, it’s my birthday, so she can always remember it. There’s not much in it 
—wills, stock certificates, her best jewelry.” Mark explains. 


“Oh that reminds me, where do | return the Patek to? Emily mentioned a safe deposit box?” 


“Bank of America, 42nd Street. You should know that ‘Mark’. If you were that good, you’d 
know that’s where my family has banked for 70 years. The key should be in the center 
console.” 


“Sounds like a lot of effort to return it. I’ll just stick it in your desk drawer and let you return 
it.” | let him think he’ll be out soon. 


“Whatever, hope you didn’t scratch it.” He threatens me, or so he thinks. 


“| just need a little more information to carry out my assignment. Keep in mind, if | fail, it 
wouldn’t end well for you and those you love. So how did you meet Emily?” 


“So you can fuck her more?” He snidely answers. 
“| don’t think | could fuck her enough.” 


He smiles slightly. “Don’t fuck things up with her. She’s the first woman I’ve felt close to in 
years. | DM’d her on Instagram. She was tagged in a friend’s post. She thought | was 
catfishing her because she thinks | look like some celebrity. We met for coffee and that’s 
about it?” 


“First time | fucked her?” 


“| fucked her at the coffee shop, on our first date in one of their new gender neutral 
bathrooms.” 


“Of course, | should have guessed that. What a nympho.” | don’t push for details, I’m sure | 
can piece it all together from DMs and texts. “You’re going to ask her to marry you?” 


“Jesus, how do you know that? | haven’t told anyone.... But Stefan.” Lights go on. “You 
bugged my office.” 


“No wonder you’re the Distract Attorney, you’re sharp as a tack. So yes, you’re are planning 
on marrying her.” | laugh at him. 


“Yes, thinking of proposing this fall, just before Thanksgiving. It’s her favorite time of the 
year. Take her to mom’s house for a long weekend, leaves turning, fire and sex on the 


Page 62 


beach. | saw something about just making a temporary ring, putting it in a Tiffany’s ring box 
then taking her to Tiffany’s to pick out what she really wants.” 


“Good, I'll be long gone.” | feed him more false hope. 
“Who’s your best friend at work? Stefan?” 


“Ah yeah, good guy, a little green but lots of potential. Great lawyer. How do you know all 
this?” 


“My organization does its homework.” 

“And that would be?” He tries to interrogate me. 

“Very good, nice try but I'll tell you this. We work for the same government.” 

“What?” 

“How else do you think | got your face? You think MS13 or the Russians could pull this off? 
“Now about work...” | change the topic. 


He seems to relax the longer we talked. Maybe he felt more comfortable talking about work. 
He actually provides tips on what | need to focus on this week. | didn’t need much help but | 
let him talk and talk, paying attention to his attitude, mannerisms and speaking. | look at my 
watch and see I’ve been gone a few hours. | get back to the house at 11am, walk to the 
back and see Emily floating nude in the pool. | quietly strip, sneak into the pool and kiss her 
awake. I’m anxious to get home and prep for work tomorrow. | fuck her in the hot tub one 
last time, we shower, dress and head home. 


All the way home, she kept her hand on my lap or my penis. It took a while to adjust to my 

Panamera but she didn’t notice my unfamiliarity with the controls. | did find the key for my 

safe deposit box, so Mark wasn’t lying to me. Tony provided a ‘Emily’ file a few weeks ago 
which included pics of her apartment building and even the inside of her apartment. | don’t 
get to use the information though. | could only double park, get her bags out and run them 
up to her door. 
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PREP TIME 


I’m glad | couldn’t park at Emily’s. It would have been a distraction and a waste of time. This 
give me more time to get adjusted to my new life. | back the Porsche into parking as is my 
routine, grab the suit bag and duffle out of the trunk and head into the lobby. Jason the 
doorman greets me for the first time as | find the mailboxes, my key and grab the mail. 


| walk into my new condo, take my luggage to my bedroom and fall backward into the bed. 
“I’m home, finally.” | congratulate myself out loud. I’m flat on my back, looking around at my 
place. There’s pics of me with mom and dad at my high school graduation. Some pics from 
Yale of my baseball team, the Yale Bulldogs. | see myself, number seven, top row on the left 
side. On the dresser is my desk caddy with my work ID and badge where | left them Friday 
afternoon. 


| roll over, get out of bed, walk over to the dresser and add my 
keys, Rolex and wallet with the rest of my personal items on the 
caddy. | strip out of my clothes then jump in the shower using his 
body wash, shampoo and conditioner to permanently claim Mark’s — 
scent as my own. | then dry my hair and add his Cremo into it. 
With a little effort, ve mastered my natural curly cowlick. 


For a man, Mark has a ton of dermalogica skin care products. 
There’s deep cleanser, daily microfoliant, skin smoothing cream 
and daily superfoliant. | thought maybe they’re Emilys until | saw 
‘men’ on the labels. I’ve never used anything but body wash for 
my entire body but I’m Mark now and these are mine. | read the 
instructions and figure out in what order to use them. In the end 
my skin feels very clean and fresh. | finish with my deodorant, 
cologne and electric toothbrush. 





| stare in the mirror and fuss with my hair, then | stand back and take in my total 
appearance. “Hey Mark, you look great, like your usual self except you need some clothes. 
What are you going to do now? What to you normally do on a Sunday afternoon?” | say to 
my reflection. Sometimes Mark spends time in the office prepping for Monday. It does 
sound like the smart thing to do, especially since, theoretically, it’s my first day as District 
Attorney. 


Back in the bedroom | start unpacking, throwing dirty laundry in the hamper for the maid, 
hanging up my tuxedo and suit, and putting my luggage back in place. I’m standing in my 
walk-in closet taking in all my options. | have all the time in the world so | start exploring all 
my new clothes. | start counting my suits but give up at 40. | leaf through a dozen of them, 
pulling some off the hanger and trying them on. | initially thought ‘sport coat’ for a Sunday 
Office visit. It’s what I’ve seen in the weekend videos, so it would be in character for me but 
then | come across a gray suit | remember him wearing during a campaign interview a year 
ago. 
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| think to myself. ‘/’m Mark Haddock, | can wear anything | want, anytime | want, anywhere | 
want. These are my clothes now. I’m not going to be intimidated by what others think.’ | pull 
off the jacket, pull it on and check the label—Tom Ford Bespoke. | open up my Instagram 
and find the posting. There’s enough pics to duplicate the outfit exactly. It'll look equally 
great on me. 





| easily pull together the exact outfit, including the socks and lay it out on the bed then pull it 
on piece by piece... socks, pants, shirt, tie, tie clip and shoes. From my dresser | add my 
wallet, badge, work ID, keys and Rolex. His habit of leaving the pocket square in his suits 
tells me the suit wasn’t dry cleaned since he last wore it. For some strange reason, it makes 
me feel ‘authentic’. | stand in front the mirror, check my tie knot and fuss with my cowlick. | 
can’t get over the transformation. | watch a part of the interview, then answer the host’s 
question as Mark would. 


| head to the garage and take the Panamera because my briefcase is in the backseat. The 
office is 10 minutes away with traffic but I’m in no hurry. | pull into my reserved space, clip 
my ID on my suit but everyone knows who | am. Security waves me through, barely looking 
at my ID. Why would anyone question who | am? It’s clear I’m Mark Haddock. 


The floor is empty as | step off the elevator. | place my briefcase in it’s spot, Keep my suit 
coat on as is my practice and take my seat. The computer comes to life with my finger tip 
and | start scrolling through my emails. It takes a while because | carefully review the issue, 
the people involved and email chain. All this effort will make tomorrow that much easier. 
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After a solid hour of emails and still not through them, | lean, stretch and start going through 
my desk drawers. | find my reading glasses | don’t need. In the credenza behind my chair | 
find my personal bar, stocked with Rittenhouse whiskey, Johnnie Walker scotch and tonic. 
There’s crystal tumblers and a decanter filled with whiskey. 


It’s a good time to take a break, enjoy a sip of whiskey and try FaceTiming my original. Mark 
has a startled look on his face when he answers. 


“Hey buddy, how’s your day going?” | greet him. 
“Ahh, | didn’t know | could FaceTime with this thing.” He hesitates some. 


“Actually you can’t, I’m the only one who can contact you, and you can’t call me or anyone 
else. It’s one way only—from me to you.” 


“You’re in my office and my Tom Ford.” He observes. 


“Yeah, catching up with emails, so | can ease into work tomorrow. Oh, saw the suit in a 
video, the one just before the election, | was interviewed by Brian Henderson of Fox.” 


“Ah, that was me.” 


“Just getting into the role. | can’t be referring to myself in 2nd person, can I? So | thought 
you’d like to give me a tour of the office?” 


“It looks like you’re doing just fine, found my whiskey?” 
“Yeah, Rittenhouse dry, I’m gaining an appreciation for it.” 


“Make sure you restock it from your $25 million.” He warns me, revealing that he actually 
thinks he’ll get his office back eventually. 


| flip the camera view and start walking around the office. He must be bored sitting in his cell 
and can’t stop talking about himself and his things. We spend 40 minutes just talking about 
his awards, diplomas and other very personal effects. He talks about his photographs, filling 
in details. When he sees the pic of his old dog Scooter, he goes on and on about the dog, 
how he found him, when the pic was taken and how he wants to get another dog soon. He 
does it with everything my iPhone points to. 


The office is full of stories. It’s one thing to know what’s in a photo for example, it’s another 
level of identity to know the story behind it. Getting the story behind everything is a 
tremendous help. 


Ill do the same for my new condo some night after work. Hours later, when we hang up, | 
walk through my office, repeating his lesson on everything. | pick up the photo of me 
catching my first trout and say. “I miss my father so much, our camping trips with my uncle 
Russ, meant the world to me and I'll do that with my own son someday.” | finish my whiskey, 
pack up my briefcase and head to my girlfriend’s house. 
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| don’t give her any warning. On the way | see a flower shop, pull in and grab a huge 
bouquet of roses on a whim. She opens the door and only see the roses. When she sees 
me, she jumps into my arms and drags me in. I’m the perfect boyfriend—good looking, 
successful, rich, with a great career. The sexual attraction is off the meter as I’m dragged 
back to her bedroom, stripped and raped. I’m flat on my back, she’s riding my cock and 
climaxing minutes later. Afterwards, | take charge and drag her into the shower. We make 
out then wash each other. 


It’s the perfect end to a perfect weekend. | don’t spend the night because | need my sleep 
to be on game tomorrow in the office. 
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NEW DISTRICT ATTORNEY 


I’m so excited about taking over, that I’m up at 5am. Keeping with my routine, | hit the gym 
on the 2nd floor. I’m a total jock in my Nike Pro gear, AirPods in place and listening to my 
newest playlist. He boasts to Stefan about running 5 miles every morning on the treadmill, 
followed by free weights. | adopted this routine a month ago and got my body mass to 
within a half pound of Mark. 


For breakfast, it’s my usual granola bar and coffee, followed 
by a shower and my normal bathroom regimen. In my closet, 
one of my favorite suits, in my favorite color blue and just 
back from the cleaner is an easy choice. | keep it Simple with gg 
a blue tie, white shirt and lighter pocket square for contrast. A E/ 


black belt and black lace up cap toe shoes keep my usual 
conservative style. 


As | dress for work, I’m only thinking of myself as Mark 
Haddock. Each article of clothing, every detail like my tie clip 
adds to my identity. When | pull on my suit coat and button it, 
| see the Manhattan District Attorney in the mirror. My Yale 
Class ring is visible, the suit is a perfect fit. 


“You’re Mark Robert Haddock.” | say to myself, then correct 
myself. “I’m Mark Robert Haddock.” | stiffen my posture and 
grin at myself. | take the 911 Targa into the office since | drove = 
the Panamera all weekend. As I’m walking to my office, my 
face is buried in my phone, catching up on emails. The mayor 
wants to meet tomorrow for lunch to discuss my ‘tough on crime’ initiative and the funding. 
I’m logged in at my computer when Kristy comes in with my coffee and to review my 
schedule. 





When she leaves, Stefan comes in, shuts the door and makes himself at home. “Another 
good weekend boss?” 


“Stefan please, call me Mark. Incredible weekend with Emily. She met my mom via 
FaceTime yesterday, now | have to take her to Florida in a few weeks. They really hit it off.” 


“| thought you liked being called ‘boss’?” 


“| prefer Mark, it’s no big deal. How are things going with Anna?” | try to make it more 
personal, own the relationship. 


We fill each other in on our weekends and | learn a lot. | didn’t know it but we talked at some 
point before leaving Friday, about picking up a Tiffany’s ring box for popping the question in 
the future. We head to Tiffany’s at lunch for the box, then | buy him lunch nearby. I’m the 
Mark Haddock he’s known for a over a year, played softball with and gets drunk with at 


happy hours. We make plans to do happy hour Friday with our girlfriends. 
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After lunch, | have a meeting with Todd to discuss my re-election campaign and staffing. 
“Todd, shut the door, have a seat.” | stand up and greet him. 


“Have a good weekend Todd? Looks like you and Emily had a blast Saturday night at the 
gala.” 


“Best weekend, | needed a break. | feel like a new man.” | pick up the photo of me and 
Scooter. “I’m thinking of getting a dog. | really miss Scooter. Had him for 14 years after 
someone dumped him on the road.” 


“| Know Mark, | grew up with him too, remember?” He smiles. “So the FaceTime worked.” 


“The fool, got all emotional, spilled his guts on everything in this office. Soent almost two 
hours FaceTiming him. I’m going to have him do the same for my condo. Want to grab 
dinner tonight?” 


“Let’s grab a quick drink after work then hit up that new steak house, Allure?” 


“Perfect, I'll buy.” 
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EPILOGUE 


Stepping into my new life has gone much smoother than | expected. No one has questioned 
anything I’ve said or done. | don’t give anyone any reason to. Thanks to my studies, | 
duplicated all of Mark’s quirks, mannerisms and habits. | arrive on time, know people and 
issues and handle them exactly as Mark Haddock would. 


My FaceTimes with Mark has helped a great deal. He’s been so open about his life— mostly 
because he’s his biggest fan. During his FaceTime house tour he revealed things that only 
he would know. Things like his earliest childhood memories, favorite teachers, learning golf. 
| FaceTime every few days, pretending that I’m having problems and he can’t help but talk 
about himself. All the little details of his life become mine. After a month of this, he must 
have realized he’s not getting his life back and stops helping. By this point though, there’s 
no reason to keep him alive. Todd doesn’t tell me exactly what happened to Mark, only that 
they took him fishing off the coast of the Hamptons. 


My personal life is great. Emily and | visited 
mom in Boca. Mom loves her as much | as | 
do, even gave me grandma’s ring to use to 
pop the question. During an Indian summer, 
| take her to mom’s house and propose to 
her. I’m now engage as | planned. 


Stefan and | have become even closer, 
hanging out more at my place and on the 
golf course. Todd and | are back to our own 
friendship, before | fucked it up, fucking his 
wife. We’ve gone to Yale to teach me about my 
college experience. 





| work closely with Todd to protect the Caputo family. As District Attorney, I’ve used my 
power to go after their rivals while squashing a few investigations. The few times I’m 
questioned by my actions, | say “there’s an ongoing investigation and | can’t discuss.” It’s 
soon forgotten. Some of my ‘heads up’ to Todd has help to frame others and | come down 
hard on them. My reputation as a ‘tough on crime’ DA is in tact while directing problems 
away from my new family. 


| think of myself as a better Mark but the same Mark. I’ve always been Mark Haddock now 
in my mind. Every aspect of his life is now mine—my identity, law degree, net worth, 
girlfriend, family, friends, style and clothes. 
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